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PREFACE. 


HE  Publick  is  here  obliged 
with  the  Poetical  Works  of 
Mr.  D  R  Y  D  E  N,  detach'd  from 
the  Compofitions  of  inferior 
Writers,  with  which  mod  of 
them  have  been  hitherto  blended  in  the  Mif- 
cellanies  *.  It  was  thought  but  Juftice  to  the 
Produ&ibns  of  fo  excellent  a  Poet,  to  fet 
them  free  at  laft  from  fo  difadvantageous,  if 
not  unnatural ,  an  Union  ;  which ,  like 
the  Cruelty  of  Mezentius  in  Virgil^  was  no 
kfs  than  a  Junction  of  living  and  dead  Bodies 


*  Thofe  publifti'd  by  M{.  D  R  Y  D  E  H  himfelf  in 
x  Parts,  and  others. 


A  i 


to- 
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together.  We  fay  this  in  refpect  to  num- 
berlefs  Pieces  in  Mr.  Dryden's  Mifcellanies, 
without  derogating  from  that  praife,  which 
is  juftly  due  to  many  others  among  them. 
But,  not  to  enter  into  the  Merit  of  Mr. 
Dry 'derf 's  Fellow-Undertakers  *  in  that  Col 
lection,  or  the  Motives  which  induced  him 
to  write  in  conjunction  with  others ;  we  may 
venture  to  fay,  it  is  now  high  time  the  Part- 
nerfhip  Ihou'd  be  diflblved,  and  Mr.  Drjden 
left  to  (land  upon  his  own  bottom.  His 
Credit^  as  a  Poet,  is  out  of  all  danger,  tho' 
the  withdrawing  his  Stock  may,  probably, 
expofe  many  of  his  Co-partners  to  the  ha 
zard  of  a  Poetical  Bankruptcy. 

THERE  is,  indeed,  a  Collection  of 
Original  Poems  and  Translations  by  Mr. 
Dryden,  publifh'd  for  J.  Tonfon  in  1701, 
in  a  thin  Folio.  But,  as  it  contains  not 
much  above  half  the  Pieces,  fo  it  does  not 
at  all  anfwerthe  defign,  of  the  prefent  Col 
lection  ;  which,  with  the  Author's  Plays, 
Fables^  and  Tranjlations  of  Pirgil,  Juvenal% 

*  So  he  himfelf  calls  them.     Pref.  to  the  Mifcdt. 

and 
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and    Perfius  ,     is    intended     to    complete 
Mr.  Dry  den's  Works  in    twelves. 

A  S  to  the  Method  of  ranging  thefe 
Pieces,  we  (hall  only  fay,  that  the  Larger 
PoemS)  of  which  this  Firft  Volume  confifts, 
are  difpofed  according  to  the  Order  of  Time, 
in  which  they  were  written  \  and  the  Pro 
logues  and  Epilogues,  in  the  Second  Volume^ 
according  to  the  Dates  of  their  refpedive 
Plays,  as  far  as  cou'd  be  collected  from 
Mr.  Gerard  Langbainfs  Account  of  the  Dra- 
matick  Writers*. 

W  E  wou'd  willingly ,  in  compliance 
with  the  Cuftom  of  ^Editors,  have  obliged 
the  Reader  with  a  particular  Account  of  the 
Life  and  Writings  of  the  Author.  But,  in 
truth,  the  Lives  of  Poets  are  feldom  bufy 
enough  for  Hiftorical  Narration  ;  and  Mr. 
Drydetfs,  in  particular^  has  too  few  Inci 
dents,  and  thofe  not  fufficiently  entertain 
ing,  to  deferve  being  drawn  out  into  a 
circumftantial  Detail.  However,  not  en 
tirely  to  difappoint  the  Curiofity  of  the 


*  Publiih'd  in  1691. 

Reader, 
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Reader,    if  he  has  any,    and  to  lave  him 
the  trouble  of  looking  farther,    he  may  be   i 
pleaftd  to  know  ;    that  Mr.   Dryden  was 
defcended    of    a    Gentleman's    Family    in 
Northampton/Jure,   and  born,   as  he  himfelf 
tells   us  * ,    in  a   Village   belonging  to  the 
Earl  of  Exeter  in  that    County  ;    that  he 
had    his   Education   at   Weftmlnfler  -  School , 
being  King's  Scholar  there,  and,  in  the  Year 
1650,  was  eleded  from  thence  to  Trinity- 
College  in  Cambridge  ;  that  he  became  af 
terwards   Pcet-Laureat   and  Hiftoriographer 
to  King  James  II  ;  but,  at  the  Revolution, 
having  long   before  put   himfelf  out   of  a 
poflibility  of  receiving  any  favour  from  the 
Court,    by  turning  ^fl^-Catholick,    was 
difmifs'd  from  that  Employment,    and   ge- 
neroufly  fupported  by   the  Earl  of  Dorfet, 
with  a  Penfion  equal  to  the  Salary  he  had 
lofl-f;   that   he  died  at  London  in    1701, 
and  the  6;th   Year  of  his  Age,    and  was 

I 

*  Vide  Peflfcript  to  his  Tranflatioh  of  Virgil 
f  Vide  Dedication  to  Mr.  Priors  Poems. 
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buried  in  Weftminfter-Abley^  where  a  hand- 
ibm  Monument  has  been  fince  erefted  over 
his  Remains,  at  the  Expence  of  his  Grace 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham/hire. 

A  S  to  his  Chara&er,  it  was  made  very 
free  with  by  the  Crhicks,  his  Contempora 
ries  5  but  we  have  it  very  impartially  given 
by  Mr.  Congreve,  in  his  Dedication  to  the 
Octavo  Edition  of  his  Plays.  Poflerity  has 
been  juft  to  his  Fame,  and  he  ftands  now 
in  full  Pofleffion  of  that  eftablijh'd  Reputa 
tion  >  fo  juftly  due  to  the  Sprightlinefs  of  his 
Wit,  the  Livelinefs  of  his  Imagination,  the 
Beauty  of  his  Sentiments  and  Exprefllon, 
but  efpecially  that  improved  Harmony  of  his 
Number  s>  fo  happily  begun  by  his  Prede- 
cefibr  Mr.  Waller ;  and  if  fince  brought  to 
greater  Perfection  by  a  P  o  E  T  of  our  own 
times,  it  is  what  he  himfelf  always  own'd 
to  be  owing  to  the  Foundation  laid  by  Mr. 
Dryden.  To  this  Honour  may  be  added 
another,  that  he  improved  our  Profe  as 
much  as  our  Verfe,  and  is,  in  that  way 
too,  one  of  the  mod  correct  Writers  in  the 
Engli/h  Language. 

Parti- 
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Particular  Care  has  been  taken  to  render 
this  Edition  as  correct  as  poffible,  by  re 
forming  numberlefs  Errors  of  the  Prefs, 
which  have  been  continued  down  through 
all  Editions  hitherto  publifh'd  ;  but  efpe- 
cially  by  obferving  the  ftricteft  Accuracy  in 
the  Pointing  :  an  article  of  Corredthefs  ( give 
us  leave  to  fay)  too  generally  neglected, 
tho*  fo  much  of  the  Beauty,  as  well  as  the 
Perfpicuityi  of  Language  depends  upon  it, 


TH 


THE 
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TH  E  following  ElTays  have 
already  appeared  at  different 
times,  and  in  different  publications, 
The  pamphlets  in  which  they  were 
infcrted  being  generally  unfuccefsfui, 
the-  {haredthe  common  fate,  with 
out  iiffifting  ihe  bookfeller's  aims,  or 
extending  the  writer's  reputation- 
The  public  was  too  ftrenuoufly  em 
ployed  with  their  own  follies,  to  be 
afiiduous  in  eftimating  mine ;  fo  that 
many  of  my  beft  attempts  in-^HB* 
A 


^^fi/^ni 


or 

Tf 

But  though  they  have  pafl  pretty 


The  magazines  and  papers  of  the 
day?  have^  indeed,  been  liberal 
enough  in  this  refpeft  :  Moft-;pf 


conveyed  to  th.0  public  through'  the 
kennel  of  fome  engaging  compilation. 
If  t&ere  be  a  pride  in  multiplied  edi- 
liens,  I  have  feen  feme  of  my  labours 
fxteen  tim^s  fe^inted,  and  claimed 
i>y  diiFercnt  parents  as  their  own*  I 
have  feca  them  fioarifhed  at  the 
beginning  with  praife,  and  figned  at 
tb^  end  with  the  names  of  Fhilan- 

tos, 
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tos,  Philakthes,   Phikliuhcros,  and 


have  kindly  flood  jfonf^ 
dudions,    and  to  flatter 

have  always  paft  them  as  their  own. 

,/ii  Ji/8 

It  is  time,  how^r^Si  ^ft-  to 
vintikjaw  >  my  claims  •j-^Ha'asf-'ttaife 
entertainers  of  the  public^  :ns  they 
call  ;  thefttfdvesj^^fe  pdYff  livtd 
upon  me  fen6  fome  years,  let 
try  if  I  rckmot  liv«  a  li 
I  would 

that  fat  mill  who  I 
heard  of  in  a  fliipwreck,  whoi  whe4 
the  failors   preft  by  - 
taking  flicds- 
Satisfy   tkeir 
..great  juftice^ 
fdr  himfelf.     "1   ntsdi   Wttl 

;  .   '   i.  iA4i  rf-T-w  ^'^  Yet 


\vlth  anj 

.their  heads,  to  think  that  whatever  I 
jtf^e&lWp 

when-1  ebrifider  how  great  a  majo 
rity  will  think  -it  fcarce  worth  reading. 
Trifling--  arid  Superficial  -are  terms  of 
reproach  that  are  eaiily  objected,  and 
tha-f  ^arry  an  air  ofpcnetration  in  the 
i  U&vW1  iTI^fe  faults  have  teen 
objected  to  the  -folio  wing  eflaysj  and 
owned,  in  fome-  meafure, 
i$  tme.  However-,  I 
more 


wodld%flk  Whether  in  vQUaAgis    it 


o 

the  dejttfeloM^ 
iorms,  we  have  got  to  the  bottom  of 
our  fcanty  page,   and  thus  lofe-the 

honours 


£f{w  rrjsrfj  ;rfn?rft  oJ  ry 


be  gllftiged  that  the  hunaqur  of  them, 

UtiM&fc*$h 


matters  now 


great  truth  -after  t,  .t&at.; 


&&<£*!*&& 

though  tS?  biQWII  U 


ed  right  to  pilUgs  the  deader 3--,^  1JJC 

How- 
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However,  whatever  right  I  have 
to  complain  of  the  public,  they  can, 
as  yet  ha>v$  JK>  jiift  reafon  to  com- 
plaizi  of  me*  If  I  hive  written  dull 
EfTays,  they  have  hitherto  treated 
them  as  dull  Eflays.  Thus  far  we  are 
-at  leaft,  upon  par,  and  until  they 
think  fit  to  make  me  their  humble 
debtor,  by  praife,  I  am  refolvcd  not 
to  lofe  a  fingle  inch  of  my  felf  impor 
tance.  Inftead,  therefore,  of  attempt 
ing  to  eftablifh  a  credit  amongft  them, 
It  will  perhaps  be  wifer  to  apply  to 
fome  more  diftant  corfefpondent, 
and  as  my  drafts  are  in  fome  danger 
of  being  protefted  at  home,  it  may 
not  be  imprudent  upon  this  occafion, 
to  draw  my  bills  upon  Pofterity. 
Mr.  Pofterity.  Sir,  Nine  hundred 
and  ninety  -  nine  years  after  fight 
hereof,  pay  the  bearer,  or  order,  a 

thoufand 


freejfrpm 
it  boingia 
be  very  ferviceable  to'  him,  and  place 


it  to  the  accompt 

is  aw  ijsii  auriT  ,  3r{£ft3  Hub  au  rrorh 
.  jrft  Ibnu  bnu   f7^q  noqa    tf)£t>I 
Idmurf  ibri}  ^m  3^£m  oJ  3ft 
n  bsvlolbi  m^  I  tdlhnq  yd  t 
qmilbl  ^mlo  ifoni  algnfl  ^  slol  oi 
if}  tfaj53fltfll  .oon^^ 
fiildBflts  ot  §n; 
ot  laliw  ad  aqfirfi^q  Hiw  i 
jffljjftib    siom    ^mo" 
amcJl  ni  31^  gflteih.^in  e^  bn/ 
m  ji  <smod  1&  b^Jla^oiq  §nbd  lo 
3iri?  noqu  insbu^qmi  ad^on 
noqu  ellid   ym  wxiib  01 


ln 
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VE  R  s  E  s  in  Praife  of  Mr.  DR  Y  D  E  N. 


fo  the  unknown  AUTHOR  ^ABSALOM 
and  ACHITOPHEL. 

ARE  it  as  earned  of  a  Faith  renew'd, 
Your  Theme  is  vaft,  your  Verfe  divinely 

good  : 

Where,    tho'  the   Nine  their    beau-  ^ 
eous  Strokes  repeat,  / 

And  the  turn'd  Lines  on  golden  Anvils  beat,  ? 

It  looks  as  if  they  ftrook  'em  at  a  heat;  3 

So  all  ferenely  Great,  fo  juft  refin'd,  -\ 

Like  Angels  Love  to  Human  Seed  inclin'd,  > 

Jt  ft  arts  a  Giant,  and  exalts  the  Kind.  3 

'Tis  Spirit  feen,  whofe  fiery  Atoms  rowl, 
So  brightly  fierp£,  each  Syllable's  a  Soul. 
'Tis  Miniature  of  Man,  but  he's  all  Heart ; 
'Tis  what  the  World  would  be,  but  wants  the  Art ; 
To  whom  e'en  the  Fanaticks    Altars  raife, 
Bow  in  their  own  Defpite,  and  grin  your  Praife ; 
As  if  a  Milton  from  the  Dead  arofe, 
FiPd  off  the  Ruft,  and  the  right  Party  chofe. 
Nor,  Sir,  be  Ihock'd  at  what  the  Gloomy  fay ; 
Turn  not  your  Feet  too  inward,  nor  too  fplay. 

V  o  L.  I.  B  'Tis 
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*Tis  Gracious  all,  and  Great;  Pufh  on  your  Theme; 
Lean  your  griev'd  Head  on  David's  Diadem. 
David,   that  rebel  1/raefs  Envy  mov'd  ; 
David,  by  God  and  all  good  Men  belov'd. 

The  Beauties  of  your  Abfalom  excel : 
But  more  the  Charms  of  charming  Annabel: 
Of  Annabel,  than  May's  firft  Morn  more  bright, 
Chearful  as   Summer's   Noon,  and  chaiie  as  Winter's 
Of  Annabel,  the  Mufes  deareft  Theme  ;  [Night. 

Of  Annabel,  the  Angel  of  my  Dream. 
Thus  let  a  broken  Eloquence  attend, 
And  to  your  Mailer-piece  thefe  Shadows  fend. 

NAT.  LEE. 


fo  tbe  Unknown  AUTHOR  0/ ABSALOM 
and  ACHITOPHEL. 

I  Thought,  forgive  my  Sin,  the  boalted  fire 
Of  Poets  Souls  did  long  ago  expire  ; 
Of  Folly  or  of  Madnefs  did  accuie 
The  wretch  that  thought  himfelf  poffeft  with  Mufe ; 
Lsugh'd  at  the  God  within,  that  did  infpire 
Wich  more  than  human  thoughts  the  tuneful  Quire. 
But  fure  'tis  more  than  Fancy,   or  the  Dream 
Of  Rhimero  ilamb'ring  by  the  Mufes  ftream. 
Some  livelier  Spark  of  Heav'n,  and  more  refin'd 
From  earthly  drofs,  fills  the  great  Poet's  Mind. 
Witnefs  thefe  mighty  and  immortal  Lines, 
Through  each  of  which  th'  informing  Genius  Ihines. 
Scarce  a  diviner  Flame  infpir'd  the  King, 
Of  whom  thy  Mufe  does  fo  fublimcly  fing. 

Not 
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Not  Da<v/d's  felf  could  in  a  nobler  V'erie 
His  glorioufly  offending  Son  rehearle  ; 
Tho'  in  his  Breait  the  Prophet'*  Fury  met, 
The  Father's  Fondneis,  and  the  Poet's  VVit. 

Here  all  confenc  in  Wonder  and  in  r'raiie, 
And  to  the  Unknown  Poet  Altars  raife. 
Which  thou  muH  needs  accept  with  equal  joy, 
As  when  jEneas  heard  the  vVars  of  Troy, 
(Wrapt  up  himlelf  in  darknefs  and  unieen) 
Extoll'd  with  Wonder  by  the  Tyiian  Queen. 
Sure  thou  already  art  iecure  of  Fame, 
Nor  want' it  new  Glories  to  exait  thy  Name: 
What  Father  elfe  would  have  refus'd  to  own 
So  great  a  Son  as  Godlike  Abfalom  ? 

R.  Du  KB. 


fo  the  Concealed  AUTHOR  of  A  B  s  A  LOM 
and  ACHITOPHEL. 

HAIL  Heav'n-born  Mufe!  hail  ev'ry  Sacred  Page! 
The  Glory  of  our  lile  and  of  our  Age. 
Th'  Infpiring  Sun  to  Albion  draws  more  nigh, 
The  North  at  length  teems  with  a  Work,  to  vie 
With  Homers  Flame  and  Hrgi/'s  Majefty. 
While  Pindus*  lofty  Heights  our  Poet  fought, 
(His  ravifh'd  Mind  with  vail  Ideas  fraught) 
Our  Language  fail'd  beneath  his  rifing  Thought, 
This  checks  not  his  Attempt  ;  for  Mara's  Mines 
He  drains  of  all  their  Gold 
Through  each  of  which  the 
The  Rock  obey'd  the  pow'rful  Hebrew  Guide, 
Her  flinty  Bread  dilTolv'd  into  a  Tide:  - 

B  2  Thus 


pt  ;  for  Man's  Mines        1 
I,  t'  adorn  his  Lines:  > 

ic  Mantuan  Genius  mines,   3 
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Thus  on  our  ftubborn  Language  he  prevail?, 

And  makes  the  Helicon  in  which  he  fails ; 

The  Dialeft,  as  well  as  Senfe,  invents, 

And,  with  his  Poem,  a  new  Speech  prefents. 

Hail  then  thou  matchlefs  Bard,  thou  Great  Unknown, 

That  give  your  Country  Fame,  yet  fhun  your  own  ! 

In  vain;  for  ev'ry  where  your  Praife  you  find, 

And,  not  to  meet  it,  you  mufi  fhun  Mankind. 

Your  Loyal  Theme  each  Loyal  Reader  draws, 

And  e'en  the  Factious  give  your  Verfe  applaufe, 

Whofe  Lightning  ftrikes  to  ground  their  Idol  caufe : 

The  Caufe,  for  whofe  dear  fake  they  drank  a  Flood 

Of  Civil  Gore,  nor  fpar'd  the  Royal  Blood; 

The  Caufe,  whofe  Growth  tocrulh,  our  Prelates  wrote 

In  vain,  almoft  in  vain  our  Heroes  fought ; 

Yet  by  one  Stab  of  your  keen  Satire  dies : 

Before  your  Sacred  Lines  their  fhatter'd  Dagon  lies. 

Oh !  If  unworthy  we  appear  to  know 
The  Sire,  to  whom  this  lovely  Birth  we  owe  : 
Deny'd  our  ready  Homage  to  exprefs, 
And  can  at  belt  but  thankful  be  by  guefs ; 
This  Hope  remains :  May  Da<vitTs  Godlike  Mind, 
(For  him  'twas  wrote)  the  unknown  Author  find  ; 
And,  having  found,  fhow'r  equal  Favours  down 
On  Wit  fo  vaft,  as  cou'd  oblige  a  Crown. 

N.  TATE. 


Upon  the  A  u  T  H  o  R  of  the  MEDAL, 
A  SATIRE. 


o 


NCR  more  our  awful  Poet  arms,  t'  engage 
The  threatning  Hydra-faction  of  the  Age ; 

Once 
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Once  more  prepares  his  dreadful  Pen  to  wield, 

And  ev'ry  Mule  attends  him  to  the  Field. 

By  Art  and  Nature  for  this  Task  defign'd, 

Yet  modeftly  the  Fight  he  long  declin'd; 

Forbore  the  Torrent  of  his  Verfe  to  pour, 

Nor  loos'd  his  Satire  'till  the  needful  Hour. 

His  Sov'reign's  Right,  by  Patience  half  betray'd, 

Wak'd  his  avenging  Genius  to  his  Aid. 

Blell:  Mufe,  whofe  Wit  with  fuch  a  Caufe  was  crown'd, 

And  bleft  the  Caufe  that  fuch  a  Champion  found ! 

With  chofen  Verfe  upon  the  Foe  he  falls, 

And  black  Sedition  in  each  Quarter  galls ; 

Yet,  like  a  Prince  with  Subjects  for.c'd  t'  engage, 

Secure  of  Conqueft  he  rebates  his  Rage  ; 

His  Fury  not  without  Diftin&ion  meds, 

Hurls  mortal  Bolts,  but  on  devoted  Heads;  ' 

To  leis-irftcled  Members  gentle  found, 

Or  fpares,  or  elfe  pours  Balm  into  the  Wound. 

Such  gen'rous  Grace  th*  ingrateful  Tribe  ahufe, 

And  trefpafs  on  the  Mercy  of  his  Mufe : 

Their  wretched  dogrel  Rhymers  forth  they  bring, 

To  fnarl  and  bark  againft  the  Poets  King  ; 

A  Crew,  that  fcandalize  the  Nation  more, 

Than  all  their  Treafon-canting  Priefts  before. 

On  thefe  he  fcarce  vouchfafes  a  fcornful  fmile, 

But  on  their  powerful  Patrons  turns  his  Style  : 

A  Style  fo  keen,  as  e'en   from  Faction  draws 

The  vital  Poifon,  ftabs  to  trT  Heart  their  Caufe. 

Take  then,  great  Bard,  what  Tribute  we  can  raife; 

Accept  our 'Thanks,  for  you  tranfcend  our  Praife. 

N.  TAT  *; 

£113 

B  3  ft 
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fotbe  Unknown  AUTHOR  of  the  MEDAL, 
A  Satire ;  and  of  Abfalcm  and  Achitophel. 


1 


THUS  pious  ignorance,  with  dubious  praife, 
Altar*  of'old  to  Gods  unknown  did  raiie : 
They  kneAv  not  the  lov'd  Deity  ;  they  knew, 
Divine  Effects  a  Caufe  Divine  did  (hew  ; 
Nor  can  we  doubt,  when  fuch  thefe  numbers  are, 
Such  is  their  Caufe,  tho'  the  worfl  Mule  fhall  dare 
Their  fac red  worth  in  humble  Verfe  declare. 

As  gentle  Thames,  charm'd  with  thy  tuneful  Song, 
Glides  in  a  peaceful  Majefty  along ; 
No  rebel  Stone,  no  lofty  Bank  does  brave 
The  eafy  Paffage  of  his  filent  Wave: 
So,  facred  Poet,  fo  thy  Numbers  flow, 
Sinewy,  yet  mild  as  happy  Lovers  wooe  ; 
Strong,  yet  harmonious  too  as  Planets  move, 
Yet  foft  as  Down  upon  the  Wings  of  Love. 
How  fweet  does  Virtue  in  yoar  Drefs  appear; 
How  much  more  charming,  when  much  lefs  fevere  ? 
Whilft  you  our  Senfes  harnilefly  beguile, 
With  ail  th'  allurements  of  your  happy  Style  ; 
Y'infmuate  Loyalty  with  kind  deceit, 
And  into  Senfe  th'  unthinking  many  cheat. 
So  the  fweet  Thracian  with  his  charming  lyre 
Into  rude  Nature  Virtue  did  infpire  ; 
So  he  the  favage  herd  to  Reafon  drew, 
Yet  fcarce  fo  fweet,  fo  charmingly  as  you.  . 
O  that  you  would,  with  fome  fuch  powerful  Charm, 
Enervate  Albion  to  juft  Valour  warm  I 
Whether  much-fuffering  Charles  fiiall  Theme  afford, 
Or  the  great  Deeds  of  Godlike  Jameis  Sword. 

Again 
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Again  fair  Gallia  might  be  ours,  again 
Another  Fleet  might  pafs  the  fubjecl:  Main, 
Another  Edward  lead  the  Britons  on, 
Or  fuch  an  OJfiry  as  you  did  moan  ; 
While  in  fuch  Numbers  you,  in  fuch  a  (train, 
Inflame  their  courage,  and  reward  their  pain. 

Let  falfe  Achitopbel  the  rout  engage, 
Talk  eafy  Abfalom  to  rebel  rage  ; 
Let  frugal  S  hi  met  curfe  in  holy  Zeal, 
Or  raodefl  Corah  more  new  Plots  reveal ; 
Whilft  conftant  to  himfelf,  fee ure  of  Fate, 
Good  David  flill  maintains  the  Royal  State, 
Tho'  each  in  vain  fuch  various  ills  employs, 
Firmly  he  ftands,  and  e'en  thofe  ills  enjoys; 
Firm  as  fair  Albion,  midft  the  raging  Main, 
Surveys  incircling  danger  with  difdain. 
In  vain  the  Waves  aflault  the  unmov'd  more, 
In  vain  the  Winds  with  mingled  fury  roar, 
Fair  Albion  s  beauteous  Cliffs  mine  whiter  than  before, 

Nor  (halt  thou  move,  tho*  Hell  thy  Fall  confpire, 
Tho'  the  worfe  rage  of  Zeal's  Fanatick  Fire  ; 
Thou  beft,  thou  greatcft  of  the  Eritl/h  Race, 
Thou  only  fit  to  fill  great  Charles^  Place. 

Ah  wretched  Britons  !  ah  too  ftubborn  Ifle  ! 
Ah  ftiff-neck'd  Ifrael  on  ble(l  Canaan  s  Soil  ! 
Are  thofe  dear  Proofs  of  Heav'n's  Indulgence  vain,. 
Reitoring  David  and  his  gentle  Reign  ? 
Is  it  in  vain  thou  all  the  Goods  doft  know, 
Aufpicious  Stars  on  Mortals  fhed  below, 
While  all  thy  Streams   with  Miik,  thy  Lands  with 

Honey  flow  ? 
No  more,  fond  Ifle  !  no  more  thy  felf  engage 
In  civil  Fury,  and  inteftine  Rage  : 

B  4  No 


j 
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No  rebel  Zeal  thy  duteous  Land  moleft, 
But  a  fmooth  Calm  footh  every  peaceful  Breaft. 
While  in  fuch  charming  Notes  divinely  fings 
The  belt  of  Poets,  of  the  beft  of  Kings. 

J.  ADAMS. 


On  Mr.  DRYDEN'S  RELIGIO  LA  i  c  i. 
By  the  Earl  <?/*ROSCOMMON. 

BE  gone,  you  Slaves,  you  idle  Vermin  go, 
Fly  from  the  Scourges,  and  your  Matter  know  ; 
Let  free,  impartial,  men  from  Dryden  learn 
My  fterious  Secrets,  of  a  high  concern, 
And  weighty  Truths,  folid  convincing  Senfe, 
Explained  by  unaffefted  Eloquence. 
"What  can  you  (Reverend  Le<vi]  here  takeill  ? 
Men  ftill  had  Faults,  and  Men  will  have  them  flill  i 
He  that  hath  none,  and  lives  as  Angels  do, 
Muft  be  an  Angel ;  but  whaf  s  that  to  you  ? 

While  mighty  Lewis  finds  the  Pope  too  great, 
And  dreads  the  Yoke  of  his  impofing  Seat, 
Our  Seels  a  more  Tyrannick  Pow'r  afiume, 
And  would  for  Scorpions  change  the  Rods  of  Rome; 
That  Church  detain*d  the  Legacy  Divine  ; 
Fanaticks  caft  the  Pearls  of  Heav'n  to  Swine  : 
What  then  have  thinking  hor.eft  men  to  do, 
Bur  c!  oofe  a  mean  between  th'  Ufurping  two  ? 

Nor  can  th?j£?yptian  Patriarch  blame  thy  Mufe, 
Which  for  his  Firmnefs  does  his  Heat  excufe; 
Whatever  Council  have  approvM  his  Creed, 
The  PREFACE  fure  wab  his  own  Aft  and  Deed. 

Our 


Our  Church  will  have  that  Preface  read,  you'll  fay  : 
'Tis  true  :  But  h  me  will  th'  Apocrypha  ; 
And  fuch  as  can  believe  them,  freely  may. 

But  did  that  God  (fo  little  underftood) 
Whofe  darling  Attribute  is  being  good, 
From  the  dark  Womb  of  the  rude  Chaos  bring 
Such  various  Creatures,  and  make  Man  their  King, 
Yet  leave  his  Favourite  Man,  his  chiefefl  Care, 
More  wretched  than  the  vileft  Infe&s  are  ? 

O  !  how  much  happier  and  more  fafe  are  they  ? 
If  helplefs  Millions  muft  be  doom'd  a  Prey 
To  Yelling  Furies,  and  for  ever  burn 
In  that  fad  place  from  whence  is  no  return, 
For  Unbelief  in  one  they  never  knew, 
Or  for  not  doing  what  they  could  not  do  ! 
The  very  Fiends  know  for  what  Crime  they  fell, 
And  fo  do  all  their  Followers  that  rebel  : 
If  then,  a  blind,  well  meaning,  Indian  ftray, 
Shall  the  great  Gulph  be  fhew'd  him  for  the  way  ? 

For  better  ends  our  kind  Redeemer  dy'd, 
Or  the  fain  Angels  Rooms  will  be  but  ill  fupply'd. 

That  Cbriji,  who,  at  the  great  deciding  day, 
(For  He  declares  what  He  refolves  to  fay) 
Will  damn  the  Goats,  for  their  Ill-naturd  Faults, 
And  fave  the  Sheep,  for  Aftions,  not  for  Thoughts, 
Hath  too  much  mercy  to  fend  men  to  Hell, 
For  humble  Charity,  and  hoping  well. 

To  what  Stupidity  are  Zealots  grown, 
Whofe  Inhumanity,  profufely  mown 
In  damning  Crouds  of  Souls,  may  damn  their  own ! 
I'll  err  at  leaft  on  the  fecurer  fide, 
A  Convert  free  from  Malice  and  from  Pride. 


1 
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fo  Mr.  DRYDEN,  on  his  RELIGIO  LAIC  i 

THofe  Gods  the  pious  Ancients  did  adore, 
They  learnt  in  Verfe  devoutly  to  implore, 
Thinking  it  rude  to  ufe  the  common  way 
Of  Talk,  when  they  did  to  fuch  Beings  pray. 
Nay,  they  that  taught  Religion  firft,  thought  fit 
In  Verfe  its  facred  Precepts  to  tranfmit  : 
So  Solon  too  did  his  firft  Statutes  draw, 
And  every  little  Stanza  was  a  Law. 
By  thefe  few  Precedents  we  plainly  fee 
The  Primitive  Defign  of  Poetry  ; 
Which  by  reftoring  to  its  Native  ufe, 
You  generoufly  have  refcu'd  from  abufe. 
Whilft  your  lov'd  Mufe  does  in  fweet  Numbers  fing, 
She  vindicates  her  God,  and  Godlike  King. 
Atheift,  and  Rebel  too,  She  does  oppofe  ; 
(God  and  the  King  have  always  the  toe  Foes.) 
Leaions  of  Verfe  you  raife  in  their  Defence, 
An*d  write  the  Faftious  to  Obedience  ; 
You  the  bold  Arian  to  Arms  defyf> 
A  conqu'ring  Champion  for  the  Deity 
Aeainlt  the  Whigs  firft  Parents,  who  did  dare 
To  difinherit  God-  Almighty's  Heir. 
And  what  the  hot-brain'd  Arian  firft  began, 


Whilft  vulgar  Poets  purchafe  vulgar 

™  or  fair  »'  Name; 


Whofe  Reputation  (hall  laft  as  long, 

As  Fops  and  Ladies  flng  the  amorous  Song. 
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A  nobler  Subjeft  wifely  they  refufe, 

The  mighty  weight  would  crufli  their  feeble  Mufe. 

So  Story  tells,  a  Painter  once  vvou!d  try 

With  his  bold  hand  to  limn  a  Deity ; 

And  He,  by  frequent  praftifing  that  part, 

Could  draw  a  Minor-God  with  wondrous  Art  : 

But  when  great  Jo*ve  did  to  the  Workman  fit, 

The  Thunderer  fuch  horror  did  beget,    •> 

That  put  the  frighted  Artiil  to  a  ftand, 

And  made  his  Pencil  drop  from's  baflTd  Hand. 


fo  my  Friend  Mr.  JOHN  DRYDEN  on  Us 

fcveral  excellent  Tranfiations  of  the  ancient  Poets. 
By  G.  G  R  A  N  v  i  L  E,  Lord  LANSDOWNE. 

AS  Flow'rs,  tranfplanted  from  a  Southern  Sky, 
But  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raifmg  die  j 
Miffing  their  native  Sun,  at  beft  retain 
But  a  faint  Odour,  and  furvive  with  pain  : 
Thus  ancient  Wit,  in  modern  Numbers  taught, 
Wanting  the  Warmth  with  which  its  Author  wrote, 
Is  a  dead  Image,  and  a  fenfelefs  Draught. 
While  we  transfufe,  the  nimble  Spirit  flies,. 
Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  Wit  defire, 
Muft  imitate  with  Roman  Force  and  Fire, 
Inelegance  of  Style  and  Phrafe  the  fame, 
And  in  the  fparkling  Genius,  and  the  flame/ 
Whence  we  conclude  from  thy  tranflatcd  Song, 
So  juft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ilrong, 
Cceleilial  Poet !  Soul  of  Harmoay  ! 
That  ev'ry  Genius  was  reviv'd  in  thee. 
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Thy  Trumpet  founds,  the  Dead  are  rais'd  to  light, 
N*ver  to  die,  and  take  to  heav'n  their  flight ; 
Deck'd  in  thy  Verfe,  as  clad  with  Rays  they  fhine, 
All  glorified,  immortal,  and  divine. 
As  Britain,  in  rich  Soil  abounding  wide, 
Furnifh'd  for  ufe,   for  luxury,  and  pride, 
Yet  fpreads  her  wanton  fails  on  ev'ry  more 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  ftill  of  more  ; 
To  her  own  Wool  the  Silks  of  Afia  joins, 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvefh  Indicts  Mines : 
So  D  RYD  E  N,  not  contented  with  the  Fame 
Of  his  own  works,  tho'  an  immortal  name, 
To  lands  remote  fends  forth  his  learned  Mufe, 
The  nobleft  Seeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choofe  : 
Feafting  our  Senfe  fo  many  various  ways, 
Say,  is't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirfl  of  Praife  ? 
That  by  comparing  others,  all  might  fee, 
Who  moil  excel,  are  yet  excell'd  by  thee. 


^o  Mr.  DRYD  E  N.    By  Mr.  Jo.  AD  DISON. 

HOW  long,  Great  Poet,  mail  thy  Sacred  Lays 
Provoke  our  Wonder,  and  tranfcendour  Praife  ! 
Can  neither  Injuries  of  Time,  or  Age, 
Damp  thy  Poetick  Heat,  and  quench  thy  Rage  ? 
Not  fo  thy  O'vid  in  his  Exile  wrote  ; 
Grief  chiil'd his  Breaft,  and  check'd  his  rifing  Thought ; 
Penfive  and  fad,  his  drooping  Mufe  betrays 
The  Roman  Genius  in  its  laft  Decays. 

Prevailing  Warmth  has  ftill  thy  Mind  pofTeft, 
And  fecond  Youth  is  kindled  in  thy  Breaft. 
Thou  mak'ft  the  Beauties  of  the  Romans  known, 
And  England  bo^fcs  of  Riches  not  her  own  : 

Thy 
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Thy  Lines  have  heightened  Virgins  Majefty,  t 

And  Horace  wonders  at  himfelf  in  Thee. 

Thou  teacheft  Perfius  to  inform  our  I  lie 

In  fmoother  Numbers,  and  a  clearer  Style  ; 

And  Juvenal,  inftrudled  in  thy  Page, 

Edges  his  Satire,  and  improves  his  Rage. 

Thy  Copy  cafts  a  fairer  Light  on  all, 

And  Hill  outfhines  the  bright  Original. 

Now  Ovid  boafts  th*  Advantage  of  thy  Song, 
And  tells  his  Story  in  the  Britijh  Tongue  ; 
Thy  charming  Verfe,  and  fair  Tranflations,  mow 
How  thy  own  Laurel  firfl  began  to  grow  ; 
How  wild  Lycaon,  changed  by  angry  Gods, 
And    frighted   at   himfelf,   ran  howling  through  the 
Woods. 

O  may' ft  thou  ftill  the  Noble  Tale  prolong, 
Nor  Age,  nor  Sicknefs  interrupt  thy  Song  : 
Then  may  we  wond'ring  read,  how  Human  Limbs 
Have  watered  Kingdoms,  and  diflblv'd  in  Streams, 
Of  thofe  rich  Fruits  that  on  the  Fertile  Mould 
Turn'd  yellow  by  Degrees,  and  ripen'd  into  Gold  : 
How  fome  in  Feathers,  or  a  ragged  Hide, 
Have  liv'd  a  fecond  Life,  and  different  Natures  try'd. 
Then  will  thy  O<vid,  thus  transformed,  reveal 
A  nobler  Change  than  he  himfelf  can  tell. 

Mag.  Coll.  Oxon. 
June  2,  1693. 

From  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N'S  Account  of  the 
Englijh  Poets. 

BU  T  fee  where  artful  Dryden  next  appears, 
Grown  old  in  Rhime,  buc  charming  e'en  in  Years. 

Great 
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Great  Dryden  next !  whofe  tuneful  Mufe  affords 

The  fweeteft  Numbers,  and  the  fitteft  Words. 

Whether  in  Comtek  Sounds,  or  Tragick  Airs 

She  forms  her  Voice,  me  moves  our  Smiles  and  Tears. 

If  Satire  or  Heroick  Strains  me  writes, 

Her  Hero  pleafes,  and  her  Satire  bites. 

From  her  no  harm,  unartful  Numbers  fall* 

She  wears  all  Drefles,  and  me  charms  in  all  : 

How  might  we  fear  our  Englljh  Poetry, 

That  long  has  flourifh'd,  mould  decay  in  thee  ; 

Did  not  the  Mules  other  Hope  appear, 

Harmonious  Congrerve>  and  forbid  our  Fear  ! 

Congre<ve  !  whofe  Fancy's  unexhaufted  Store 

Has  given  already  much,  and  promised  more. 

Congreve  fhall  ftiil  preferve  thy  Fame  alive, 

And  Dry  dens  Mufe  fhall  in  his  Friend  furvive. 

On  ALEXANDER^  FEAST,   Or,  The 
Power  of  Mufick.    An  ODE. 

From  Mr.  P  o  p  E'S  E  9  s  A  Y  on  C  R  I  T  i  c  I  s  M,  /.  376. 

HE  A  R  how  Timotheus   vary'd  Lays  fur  prize, 
And  bid  alternate  Paflions  fall  and  rife  ! 
While,  at  each  change,   the  Son  of  Libyan  Jo<ve 
Now  burns  with  Glory,  and  then  melts  with  Love  ; 
Now  his  fierce  Eyes  with  fparkling  fury  glow, 
Now  Sighs  fteal  out,  and  Tears  begin  to  flow. 
Pet-fans  and  Greeks  like  turns  of  Nature  found, 
And  the  World's  Vidor  flood  fubdu'd  by  Sound, 
The  PowV  of  Mufick  all  our  hearts  allow, 
And  what  Timotheus  was,  is  Dryden  now. 
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To  Mr.  D  RY D  E  N,  upon  his  Tr (inflation  of  the 
the  Third  B  o  o  K  of  V  i  R  G  i  L'S  Georgicks. 
PINDARIC     ODE. 
By  Mr.  JOHN   DENNIS. 

WHILE  mounting  with  expanded  Wings 
The  Mantuan  Swan  unbounded  Heav'n  explores, 
While  with  Seraphick  Sounds  he  Tow'ring  Sings, 

'Till  to  Divinity  he  Soars : 
Mankind  {lands  wond' ring  at  his  Flight, 
Charm'd  with  his  Mufick,  and  his  Height  : 

Which  both  tranfcend  our  Praife. 
Nay  Gods  incline  their  ravifh'd  Ears, 
And  tune  their  own  harmonious  Spheres 

To  his  Melodious  Lays. 
Thou,  Dry  den,  canft  his  Notes  recite 
In  modern  Numbers,  which  exprefs    _ 
Their  Mufick,  arid  their  ucmoit  Might  : 
Thou,  wondrous  Poet,  with  Succefs 
Canft  emulate  his  Flight. 

II. 

Sometimes  of  humble  Rural  Tilings, 
Thy  Mufe,  which  keeps  great  Maro  Hill  in  Sight, 
In  middle  Air  with  varied  Numbers  Sings ; 
And  fometimes  her  fonorous  Flight 

To  Heav'n  fublimely  Wings. 
But  firft  takes  time  with  Majefty  to  rife, 
Then,  without  Pride,  divinely  great, 

She  mounts  her  Native  Skies  ; 
And,  Goddefs  like,  retains  her  State 
When  down  again  flic  flies. 

Commands, 
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Commands,  which  Judgment  gives.  fheflill  obeys, 
Both  to  deprefs  her  Flight,  and  raife. 
Thus  Mercury  from  Heav'n  defcends, 
And  to  this  under  World  his  Journey  bends, 

When  Jo<ve  his  dread  Commands  has  giv'n  : 
But,  ftill,  Defcending,  Dignity  maintains, 
As  much  a  God  upon  our  humble  Plains, 
As  when  he,  Tow'ring,  re-afcends  to  Heav'n. 

III. 

But  when  thy  Goddefs  takes  her  Flight, 
With  fo  much  Majefty,  to  fuch  a  Height, 
As  can  alone  fuffice  to  prove, 
That  flic  defcends  from  mighty  Jove  : 
Gods !  how  thy  Thoughts  then  rife,  and  foar,  and  mine  ? 
Immortal  Spirit  animates  each  Line  ; 
Each  with  bright  Flame  that  fires  our  Souls  is  crown'd, 
Each  has  Magnificence  of  Sound, 

And  Harmony  Divine. 
Thus  the  firft  Orbs,  in  their  high  Rounds, 

With  Shining  Pomp  advance  ; 
And  to  their  own  Coeleflial  Sounds 

Majeftically  Dance. 

On,  with  eternal  Symphony,  they  roll, 
Each  turn'd  in  its  harmonious  Courfe, 
And  each  inform'd  by  the  prodigious  Force 
Of  an  Empyreal  Soul. 
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Heroick  Stanzas  on  the  Death  of  OLIVER 
CROMWELL,  written  after  his  Funeral. 

I. 

N  D  now  'tis  time  ;  for  their  officious  hafle, 

Who  would  before  have  born  him  to  the  Sky, 
Like  eager  Romans,  ere  all  Rites  were  paft, 
Did  let  too  foon  the  facred  Eagle  fly. 

II. 
Tho'  our  beft  Notes  areTreafon  to  his  Fame, 

Join'd  with  the  loud  Applaufe  of  publick  Voice  ; 
Since  Heaven,  what  Praife  we  offer  to  his  Name, 
Hath  render'd  too  authentick  by  its  choice. 

in. 

Tho'  in  his  Praife  no  Arts  can  lib'ral  be, 

Since  they,  whofe  Mufes  have  the  highefl  flown, 
Add  not  to  his  immortal  Memory, 

But  do  an  Aft  of  Friendlhip  to  their  own  : 

IV. 
Yet  'tis  our  Duty,  and  our  Intereft  too, 

Such  Monuments,  as  we  can  build,  to  raife  ; 
Left  all  the  World  prevent  what  we  mould  do, 

And  claim  a  Title  in  him  by  their  Praife. 

V. 
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How  fhall  I  then  begin,  or  where  conclude, 

To  draw  a  Fame  fo  truly  circular  ? 
For,  in  a  Round,  what  order  can  bs  fhew'd, 
Where  all  the  Parts  fo  equal  perfect  are  ? 

VI. 

His  Grandeur  he  deriv'd  from  Heav'n  alone  ; 
For  he  was  great  ere  Fortune  made  him  fo  : 
And  Wars,  like  Mills  that  rife  againft  the  Sun, 
Made  him  but  greater  feem,  not  greater  grow.. 

VII. 
No  borrowed  Bays  his  Temples  did  adorn, 

But  to  our  Crown  he  did  frelh  Jewels  bring  ; 
Nor  was  his  Virtue  poifon'd,  foon  as  born, 
With  the  too  early  Thoughts  of  being  King. 

VIII. 
Fortune  (that  eafy  Miftrefs  to  the  young, 

But  to  her  ancient  Servants  coy  and  hard) 
Him  at  that  Age  her  Favourites  rank'd  among, 
When  Ihe  her  befl-lovM  Pompey  did  difcarcL 

IX. 
He  private  mark'd  the  Fault  of  others  Sway, 

And  fet  as  Sea-marks  for  himfelf  to  ihun  : 
Not  like  rafti  Monarchs,  who  their  Youth  betray 
By  Ads,  their  Age  too  late  would  wim  undone. 

X. 
And  yet  Dominion  was  not  his  Defign  : 

We  owe  that  Bleffing,  not  to  him,  but  Heav'n, 
Which  to  fair  Ac"ls  unfought  Rewards  did  join  ; 
Rewards,  that  lefs  to  him  than  us  were  given. 

XI. 
Our  former  Chiefs,  like  Sticklers  of  the  War, 

Firit  fought  finflame  the  Parties,  then  to  poife  : 
The  Quarrel  lov'd,  but  did  the  Caufe  abhor  ; 
And  did  not  ilrike  to  hurt,  but  made  a  noife. 

XII. 
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War,  our  Confu  motion,  was  their  gainful  Trade  : 
He  inward  bled,  whilft  they  prolong,  our  Pain  ; 

He  fought  to  hinder  fighting,  and  affay'd 

To  ifounch  the  Blood  by  breathing  of  the  Vein. 

xnr. 

Swift  and  refiftlefs  through  the  Land  he  paft. 

Like  that  bold  Greek  who  did  the  Eafl  fubdue, 
And  made  to  Battles  fuch  Heroick  Halte, 

As  if  on  Wings  of  Victory  he  flew. 

XIV. 
He  fought  fecure  of  Fortune  as  of  Fame  : 

Still  by  new  Maps  the-Ifland  might  be  fliewn, 
Of  Conquelb,  which  he  ftrew'd  where-e'er  he  came, 

Thick  as  the  Galaxy  with  Stars  is  fown. 

XV, 
His  Palms,  tho'  underweights  they  did  not  Hand, 

Still  thrived  ;  no  Winter  could  his  Laurels  fade  : 
Heav'n  in  its  Portrait  dew'd  a  Workman's  hand, 

And  drew  it  perfect,  yet  without  a  fhade. 

XVI. 
Peace  was  the  price  of  all  its  toil  and  care, 

Which  War  had  bamnYd,  and  did  now  rcftorc  : 
Eologm'as  Walls  thus  mounted  in  the  Air, 

To  feat  themfelves  more  furely  than  before. 

XVII. 
Her  fafety  refcu'd  Ireland  to  him  owes  j 

And  treach'rous  Scotland,    to  no  in:' reft  true, 
Yet  blefs'd  that  Fate,  which  did  his  Arms  difpofe 

Her  Land  to  civilize,  as  to  fubdue. 

XVIII. 
Nor  was  he  like  thofe  Stars,  which  only  mine, 

When  to  pale  Mariners  they  Storms  portend  .' 
He  had  his  calmer  Influence,  and  his  Mien 

Did  Love  and  Majeity  together  blend.  XIX 
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'Tis  true,  his  Countenance  did  imprint  an  awe; 

And  naturally  all  Souls  to  his  did  bow, 
As  Wands  of  Divination  downward  draw, 

And  point  to  Beds  where  Sovereign  Gold  doth  grow. 

XX. 

When  paft  all  off'rings  to  Fcretrian  Jove, 
vjfle  Mars  deposed,  and  Arms  to  Gowns  made  yield  ; 
Succefsful  Councils  did  him  foon  approve 
As  fit  for  clofe  Intrigues,  a3  open  Field. 

XXI. 

To  fuppliant  Holland  he  vouchfaf 'd  a  Peace, 
Our  once  bold  Rival  of  the  Britijh  Main, 
Now  tamely  glad  her  unjuft  claim  to  ceafe, 
And  buy  our  Friendmip  with  her  Idol,  Gain. 

XXII. 
Fame  of  th'  aflerted  Sea  through  Europe  blown, 

Made  Trance  and  Spain  ambitious  of  his  Love  ; 
Each  knew  that  Side  mull  conquer  he  would  own  ; 
And  lor  him  fiercely,  as  for  Empire,  ftrove. 

XXIII. 
No  fooner  was  the  Frenchman's  Csufe  embrac'd, 

Than  the  late  Monfieur  the  grave  Don  outweigh' d  : 
His  Fortune  turn'd  the  Scale  where  it  was  caft  ; 
Tho'  Indian  Mines  were  in  the  other  laid. 

XXIV. 
When  abfent,  yet  we  conqaer'd  in  his  Rigkt : 

For  tho'  that  fome  mean  Artiil's  Skill  were  mown 
In  mingling  Colours,  or  in  placing  Light ; 
Yet  Hill  the  fair  Defignment  was  his  own. 

XXV. 

For  from  all  Tempers  he  could  Service  draw  ; 
The  worth  of  each  with  its  Allay  he  knew, 
And,  as  the  Confident  of  Nature,  faw 

How  me  Complexions  did  divide  and  brew. 

XXVI. 
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Or  he  their  fingle  Virtues  did  furvey, 
By  intuition  in  his  own  large  Breaft, 
Where  all  the  rich  Ideas  of  them  lay, 

That  were  the  Rule  and  Meafure  to  the  reft. 

XXVII. 
When  fuch  Heroick  Virtue  Heav'n  fets  out, 

The  Stars,  like  Commons,   fallen! y  obey  ; 
Becaufe  it  drains  them  when  it  comes  about, 
And  therefore  is  a  Tax  they  feldom  pay. 

XXVIII. 
From  this  high  Spring  our  foreign  Conquefts  flow, 

Which  yet  more  glorious  Triumphs  do  portend  ; 
Since  their  Commencement  to  his  Arms  they  owe, 
If  Springs  as  high  as  Fountains  may  afcend. 

XXIX. 
He  made  us  Free-men  of  the  Continent, 

Whom  Nature  did  like  Captives  treat  before  ; 
To  nobler  Preys  the  Englijh  Lion  fent, 

And  taught  him  firft  in  Belgian  Walks  to  roar. 

XXX. 
That  old  unqueflion'd  Pirate  of  the  Land, 

Proud  Rome,  with  dread  the  Fate  of  Dunkirk  heard  ; 
And  trembling  wifh'd  behind  more  Alps  to  ftand, 
Altho'  an  Alexander  were  her  Guard. 

XXXI. 

By  his  Command,  we  boldly  crofs*d  the  Line, 

And  bravely  fought  where  Southern  Stars  arife ; 
We  trac'd  the  far-fetchM  Gold  unto  the  Mine, 

And  that,  which  brib'd  our  Fathers,  made  our  Prize. 

XXXII. 

Such  was  our  Prince  ;  yet  own'd  a  Soul  above 
The  higheft  Afts  it  could  produce  to  fliow  : 
Thus  poor  Mechanick  Arts  in  publick  move, 
Whilft  the  deep  Secrets  beyond  practice  go. 

XXXIII. 
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XXXIIF. 
Nor  dy'd  he  when  his  ebbing  Fame  went  lefe, 

But  when  frefh  Laurels  courted  him  to  live  : 
He  feem'd  but  to  prevent  feme  new  Succeis, 
As  if  above  what  Triumphs  Earth  can  give. 

XXXIV. 
His  lateft  Vidories  flill  thickeft  came, 

As,  near  the  Center,  Motion  doth  increafe  ; 
'Till  he,  prefs'd  down  by  his  own  weighty  Name, 
Did,  like  the  Vcital,  under  spoils  deceafe. 

XXXV. 
But  firfl  the  Ocean  as  a  Tribute  fent 

That  Giant  Prince  of  all  her  watry  Herd  j 
And  th'  Ifle,  when  her  protecting  Genius  went, 
Upon  his  Obfequies  loud  Sighs  conferr'd. 

XXXVI. 
No  civil  Broils  have  fmce  his  Death  arofe, 

But  Fadion  now  by  habit  does  obey  ; 
And  Wars  have  that  Refpecl:  for  his  Repofc, 
As  Winds  for  Halcyons,  when  they  breed  at  Sea. 

XXXVII. 
His  Ames  in  a  peaceful  Urn  mall  reft, 

His  Name  a  great  Example  Hands,  to  mow 
How  ftrangely  high  Endeavours  may  be  bleft, 
Where  Piety  and  Valour  joincly  go. 


A  s  T  R^E  A  R  E  D  u  x.     A  P  o  E  M  on   the 

happy  Reftoration  and  Return  of  His  Sacred 
Majefty  CHARLES/^  Second^  1  660. 

Jamredit  &  Pirgo,  redtunt  Saturnia  Regna.  Virg. 


O  W  with  a  general  Peace  the  World  was  bleft, 
While  ours,  a  World  divided  from  the  reft, 

A 
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A  dreadful  Quiet  fdt,  and,  \vcrfer  far 

Than  Arms,  a  fuilen  Interval  of  War  : 

Thus,  when  black  Clouds  draw  down  the  lab 'ring  Skies, 

Ere  yet  abroad  the  winged  Thunder  flies, 

An  horrid  Stillnefs  firft  invades  the  Ear, 

And  in  that  Silence  we  the  Tern  pelt   fear. 

Th'  Ambitious  Swede  like  reitlefc  Billows  toft, 

On  this  hand  gaining  what  on  that  he  loft, 

Though  in  his  Life  he  Blood  and  Ruin  breath'd, 

To  his  now  guidelefo  K  ngdom  Peace  bequeathed  : 

And  Heav'n,  that  feem'd  regardlcfs  of  our  Fate, 

For  France  and  Spain  did  Miracles  create  ; 

Such  mortal  Quarrels  to  compole  in  Peace, 

As  Nature  bred,  and  Int'reft  did  increafe. 

We  figh'd  to  hear  the  fair  Iberian  Bride 

Muft  grow  a  Lily  to  the  Lily's  fide, 

While  our  crofs  Stars  deny'd  us  Charles  his  Bed, 

Whom  our  firft  Flames  and  Virgin  Love  did  wed. 

For  his  long  Abfence  Church  and  State  did  grone; 

Madnefs  the  Pulpit,  Faction  feiz'd  the  Throne  ; 

Experienc'd  Age  in  deep  Defpair  was  loft, 

To  lee  the  Rebel  thrive,  the  Loyal  croft. 

Youth,  that  with  Joys  had  unacquainted  been, 

Envy'd  gray  hairs  that  once  good  Days  had  feen  : 

We  thought  our  Sires,  not  with  their  own  content, 

Had  ere  we  came  to  Ago  our  Portion  fpent. 

Nor  could  our  Nobles  hope,  their  bold  Attempt, 

Who  ruin'd  Crowns,  would  Coronets  exempt : 

For  when,  by  their  defigning  Leaders  taught 

To  ftrike  at  Pow'r,  which  for  themfelves  they  fought,  ] 

The  Vulgar,  gull'd  into  Rebellion,  arm'd, 

Their  Blood  to  Action  by  their  Prize  was  warm'd. 

The  Sacred  Purple  then,  and  Scadet  Gown, 

Like  fanguinc  Dye,  to  Elephants  was  mown. 

Thus 
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Thus  when  the  bold  Typh&us  fcal'd  the  Sky, 

And  forc'd  great  Jove  from  his  own  Heav'n  to  fly, 

(What  King,  what  Crown  from  Treafon's  Reach  is  free, 

\SJove  and  Heavn  can  violated  be?) 

The  letter  Gods,  that  fhar'd  his  profp'rous  State, 

All  fuffer'd  in  the  Exil'd  Thund'rer's  Fate. 

The  Rabble  now  fuch  Freedom  did  enjoy, 

As  Winds  at  Sea,  that  ufe  it  to  deftroy  : 

Blind  as  the  Cyclops,  and  as  wild  as  he, 

They  own'd  a  lawlefs  favage  Liberty, 

Like  that  our  painted  Anceftors  fo  priz'd, 

Ere  Empire's  Arts  their  Breafts  had  civiliz'd. 

How  great  were  then  our  Charles  his  Woes,  who  thus 

Was  forc'd  to  fuffer  for  Himfelf  and  us ! 

He,  tofs'd  by  Fate,  and  hurry 'd  up  and  down, 

Heir  to  his  Father's  Sorrows,  with  his  Crown,  • 

Could  tafte  no  Sweets  of  Youth's  defired  Age, 

Bat  found  his  Life  too  true  a  Pilgrimage. 

Unconquer'd  yet  in  that  forlorn  Eftate, 

His  manly  Courage  overcame  his  Fate. 

His  Wounds  he  took,  like  Romans,  on  his  Breaft, 

Which  by  his  Virtue  were  with  Laurels  dreft. 

As  Souls  reach  Heav'n  while  yet  in  Bodies  pent, 

So  did  he  live  above  his  Banimment. 

That  Sun,  which  we  beheld  with  cozVd  Eyes 

Within  the  Water,  mov'd  along  the  Skies. 

How  eafy  'tis,  when  Defliny  proves  kind, 

With  full-fpread  Sails  to  run  before  the  Wind ! 

But  thofe  that  'gainft  iliff"  Gales  laveering  go, 

Muft  be  at  once  refoiv'd  and  skilful  too. 

He  would  not,  like  foft  Otbo,  Hope  prevent, 

But  ftay'd  and  fuffer'd  Fortune  to  repent. 

Thefe  Virtues  Galba  in  a  Stranger  fought  ; 

And  Pifi  to  adopted  Empire  brought. 

How 
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How  mall  I  then  my  doubtful  Thoughts  exprefs, 
That  mud  his  SufF'rings  both  regret  and  blefs  1 
For  when  his  early  Valour  Heav'n  had  croft, . 
And  all  at  Worcjler  but  the  Honour  loft, 
ForcM  into  Exile  from  his  rightful  Throne, 
He  made  all  Countries,  where  he  came,  his  own  ; 
And,  viewing  Monarchs  fecret  Arts  of  Sway, 
A  Royal  Fa&or  for  their  Kingdoms  lay. 
Thus  banifh'd  £«<?/</ fpent  abroad  his  time, 
When  to  be  God's  Anointed  was  his  Crime, 
And,  when  reftor'd,  made  his  proud  Neighbours  rue 
Thofe  choice  Remarks  he  from  his  Travels  drew. 
Nor  is  he  only  by  Affli&ions  mown 
To  conquer  others  Realms,  bat  rule  his  own  : 
Recov'ring  hardly  what  he  loft  before, 
His  Right  endears  it  much,  his  Purchafe  more, 
Inur'd  to  fuffer  ere  he  came  to  reign, 
No  rafh  Procedure  will  his  A&ions  ftain  : 
To  bus'nefs  ripen'd  by  digeftive  thought, 
His  fature  Rule  is  into  Method  brought : 
As  they,  who  firft  Proportion  underftand, 
With  eafy  Practice  reach  a  Mafter's  hand. 
Well  might  the  Ancient  Poets  then  confer 
On  Night  the  honour' d  Name  of  Counfellor, 
Since,  ftruck  with  rays  of  profp'roiis  Fortune  blind, 
We  Light  alone  in  dark  Afflictions  find. 
In  fuch  Adverfities  to  Scepters  trained, 
The  Name  of  Great  his  famous  Grandfire  gain'd  • 
Who  yet  a  King  alone  in  Name  and  Right,  . 
With  hunger,  cold,  and  angry  Jove  did  fight ; 
Shock'd  by  a  Covenanting  League's  vaft  Pow'rs,.. 
As  holy  and  as  Catholick  as  ours : 
'Till  Fortune's  fruitlefs  fpite  had  made  it  known, 
Her  blows  not  fhook  but  riveted  his  Throne. 
V  o  L.  I.  C  Some 
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Some  la 77  Ages,  loft  in  Sleep  and  Eafe, 
No  Action  leave  to  bufy  Chronicles : 
Such,  whofe  fupine  felicity  bat  makes 
Jn  Story  Chafms,  in  Epocbas  Miftakes j 
O'er  whom  Time  gently  makes  his  Wings  of  Down,- 
'Till  with  his  filent  Sickle  they  are  mown. 
Such  is  not  Charles  his  too  too  active  Age, 
Which,  govern'd  by~the  wild  diftemper'd  Rage 
Of  fome  black  Star  infecting  all  the  Skies, 
Made  him  at  his  own  coft  like  Adam  wife.- 
Tremble,  ye  Nations,  who,  fecure  before, 
Laugh'd  at  thofe  Arms,  that'gainft  our  felves  weborej 
Rouz'd  by  the  lam  of  his  own  ftubborn  Tail, 
Our  Lion  now  will  foreign  Foes  aiTail. 
With  Alga  who  the  facred  Altar  ftrows  ? 
To  all  the  Sea-Gods  Charles  an  OfPring  owes : 
A  Bull  to  thee,  Port  units,   ftiall  be  flain, 
A  Lamb  to  you  the  Tempt :!s  of  the  Main: 
For  thofe  loud  Storms,  that  did  againfl  him  roar, 
Have  caft  his  Shipwreck'd  Veflel  on-the  Shore* 
Yet  as  wife  Anifts  mix  their  Colours  fo, 
That  by  degrees  they  from  each  other  go  ; 
Black  fteals  unheeded  from  the  neighb'ring  white,. 
Without  offending  the  well-cozen' d  fight: 
So  cfr  us  ftole  our  blefTed  change  ;  while  we 
Th'  effect  did  feel,  but  fcarce  the  manner  fee. 
Frofts  that  conftrain  the  Ground,  and  Birth  deny 
To  Flow'rs  that  in  its  Womb  expecting  He, 
Do  feldom;  their  ufurping  Pow'r  withdraw, 
But  raging  Floods  purfue  their  hafty  Thaw. 
Our  Thaw  was  mild,  the  Cold  not  chas'd  away,. 
But  loft  in  kindly  Heat  of  Jengthned  day. 
Heav'n  would  no   bargain  for  its  Bleffings  drive, 
lu;-,  what  we  cculd  not  pay  for,  freely  give. 

The 
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The  Prince  of  Peace  would,  like  himfelf,  confer 

A  Gift  unhop'd  without  the  price  of  war : 

Yet,  as  he  knew  his  Bleffing's  worth,  took  care, 

That  we  ihould  know  it  by  repeated  Pray'r;      [thence 

Which  ftorm'd  the  Skies,  and  ravifh'd  Charles  from 

As  Heav'n  itfelf  is  took  by  violence. 

Booth"1*  forward  Valour  only  ferv'd  to  ihow. 

He  durft  that  duty  pay  we  all  did  owe : 

TV  Attempt  was  fair ;  but  HeavVs  prefixed  hour 

Not  come  :  fo,  like  the  watchful  Traveller, 

That  by  the  Moon's  miftaken  light  did  rife, 

Lay  down  again,  and  clos'd  his  weary  Eyes. 

'Twas  MO  NK,  whom  Providence  defign'd  to  loofc 

Thofe  real  Bonds  falfe  Freedom  did  impofe. 

The  bleffed  Saints,  that  watch'd  this  turning  Scene, 

Did  from  their  Stars  with  joyful  wonder  lean, 

^To  fee  fmall  Clues  draw  vafteft  weights  along, 

Not  in  their  bulk  but  in  their  order  flrong. 

Thus  Pencils  can  by  one  flight  touch  reftore 

Smiles  to  that  changed  face  that  wept  before. 

With  eafe  fuch  fond  Clinnxrcis  we  purfue, 

As  Fancy  frames  for  Fancy  to  fubdue  : 

But  when  our  felves  to  action  we  betake, 

It  fhuns  the  Mint  like  Gold  that  Chymifts  make* 

How  hard  was  then  his  task,  at  once  to  be 

What  in  the  Body  natural  we  fee  ? 

Man's  Architect:  diftinftly  did  ordain 

The  charge  of  Mufcles,  Nerves,  and  of  the  Brains 

Through  viewlefs  Conduits  Spirits  do  difpenfe 

The  Springs  of  Motion  from  the  Seat  of  Senfe, 

'Twas  not  the  hafty  product  of  a  day, 

But  the  well-ripen'd  Fruit  of  wife  delay. 

He,  like  a  patient  Angler,  ere  lie  ftrook, 

Woflld  let  them  play  a-while  upon  the  hook. 

C  2  Our 
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Our  healthful  Food  the  Stomach  labours  thus, 

At  firft  embracing  what  it  ilraight  doth  crufh. 

Wife  Leaches  will  not  vain  Receipts  obtrude, 

While  growing  Pains  pronounce  the  Humours  crude, 

Deaf  to  complaints  they  wait  upon  the  111, 

'Till  fome  fafe  Crijts  authorize  their  Skill. 

Nor  could  his  A&s  too  clofe  a  Vizard  wear, 

To  'fcape  their  Eyes  whom  Guilt  had  taught  to  fear, 

And  guard  with  caution  that  polluted  neft, 

Whence  Legion  twice  before  was  difpoiTeft : 

Once  Sacred  houfe ;  which  when  they  enter'd  in, 

They  thought  the  Place  could  fanclify  a  fin  ; 

Like-thofe  that  vainly  hop'd  kind  Heav'n  would  wink, 

While  to  excefs  on  Martyrs  Tombs  they  drink. 

And  as  devouter  Turks  firft  warn  their  Souls 

To  part,  before  they  taile  forbidden  Bowls : 

So  thefe,  when  their  black  Crimes  they  went  about, 

JFirft  timely  charm'd  their  ufelefs  Confcience  out. 

Religion's  Name  againft  it  felf  was  made; 

The  Shadow  ferv'd  the  Subftance  to  invade  : 

Like  Zealous  Mifiions,  they  did  Care  pretend 

Of  Souls  in  fhew,  tut  made  the  Gold  their  end . 

Th'  incenfed  Pow'rs  beheld  with  fcorn  from  high 

An  Hsaven  fo  far  diftant  from  the  Sky, 

Which  durft,  with  horfes  hoofs  that  beat  the  Ground, 

And  Martial  Brafs,  bely   the  Thunder's  Sound. 

'Twas  hence  at  length  juli  Vengeance  thought  it  fit 

To  fpeed  their  Ruin  by  their  impious  wit. 

Thus  Sforza,  curi'd  with  a  too  fertile  Brain, 

Loft  by  his  Wiles  the  Pow'r  his  Wit  did  gain. 

Henceforth  their  Fougue  *  muft  fpend  at  leffer  rate, 

Than  in  its  Flames  to  wrap  a  Nation's  Fate. 

Suffer'd  to  live,  they  are  like  Helots  fet, 

A  virtuous  Shame  within  us  to  beget. 

For 
*  TJicii  F*rj.  A  Ficnch  Word, 
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For  by  example  moft  we  finn'd  before, 

And  glafs-like  clearnefs  mix'd  with  frailty  bore. 

But  fmce  reform'd  by  what  we  did  amifs, 

We  by  our  fuff'rings  learn  to  prize  our  blifs. 

Like  early  Lovers,   whofe  unpra&is'd  Hearts 

Were  long  the  May-game  of  malicious  arts, 

When  once  they  find  their  Jealoufies  were  vain, 

With  double  heat  renew  their  Fires  again. 

'Twas  this  produc'd  the  Joy*  that  hurry'd  o'er 

Such  fwarms  of  Englijb  to  the  Neighboring  Shore, 

To  fetch  that  Prize,  by  which  Batavta.  made 

So -rich  amends  for  our  impoverifh'd  Trade. 

Oh  had  you  feen  from  Scbevelinis  barren  Shore, 

(Crowded  with  Troops,  and  barren  now  no  more,) 

Afflidled  Holland  to  his  Farewel  bring 

True  Sorrow,  Holland  to  regret  a  King  ? 

While  waiting  him   his  Royal  Fleet  did  ride, 

And  willing  Winds  to  their  lowY£  Sails  deny'd. 

The  wav'ring  Streamers,  Flags,  and  Standards  out, 

The  merry   Seamens  rude  but  chearful  Shout  ; 

And  laft  the  Cannons  voice  that  (hook  the  Skies, 

And,  as  it  fares  in  fudden  Ecflafies, 

At  once  bereft  us  both  of  Ears  and  Eyes. 

The  Nafeby,  now  no  longer  England's  Shame, 

But  better  to  be  loft  in  Charles  his  name, 

(Like  fome  unequal  Bride  in  nobler  Sheets) 

SLeceives  her  Lord :  The  joyful  London  meets 

The  Princely  Tork,  himfelf  alone  a  freight ; 

The    Swift-fare  groans   beneath    Great    Glouc'Jler's 

weight. 

Secure  as  when  the  Halcyon  breeds,  with  thefe, 
He  that  was  born  to  drown  might  crofs  the  Seas. 
Heav'n  could  not  own  a  Providence,  and  take 
The  Wealth  three  Nations  ventur'd  at  a  ftake. 

C  3.  Tire 


\ 
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The  fame  indulgence  Charles  his  Voyage  blefsvd, 

Which  in  his  right  had  miracles  confefs'd. 

The  Winds  that  never  Moderation  knew, 

Afraid  to  blow  too  much,  too  faintly  blew ; 

Or  out  of  Breath  with  joy  could  not  enlarge 

Their  ftraightned  Lungs,  or  confcious  of  their  Charge, 

The  Britifh  Ampbytrite,  fmooth  and  clear, 

In  richer  Azure  never  did  appear; 

Proud  her  returning  Prince  to  entertain 

With  the  fubmitted  Fafces  of  the  Main. 

AND  welcome  now,  Great  Monarch,  to  your  own  5 
*"*•  Behold  th'  approaching  Cliffs  si  Albion ;  t 
It  is  no  longer  Motion  cheats  your  view, 
As  you  meet  it,  the  Land  approacheth  you. 
The  Land  returns,  and,  in  the  white  it  wears, 
The  marks  of  Penitence  and  Sorrow  bears. 
But  you,  whofe  Goodnefs  your  Defcent  doth  mew, 
Your  Heav'nly  Parentage  and  Earthly  too  ; 
By  that  fame  Mildnefs,  which  your  Fathers  Crow» 
Before  did  ravim,  mail  fecure  your  own. 
Not  tryM  to  rules  of  Policy,  you  find 
Revenge  lefs  fweet  than  a  forgiving  Mind. 
Thus,  when  th*  Almighty  would  to  Mofes  give 
A  fight  of  all  he  could  behold  and  live ; 
A  Voice  before  his  Entry  did  proclaim 
Long- fuffer ing,  Goodnefs,   Mercy  in  his  Name. 
Your  Pow'r  to  Juftice  doth  fubmit  your  Caufe, 
Your  Goodnefs  only  is  above  the  Laws ; 
Whofe  rigid  Letter,  while  pronounced  by  you, 
Is  fofter  made.    So  Winds  that  Tempefts  brew, 
When  through  Arabian  Groves  they  take  their  flight, 
Made  wanton  with  rich  Odours,  lofe  their  fpite. 
And  as  thofe  Lees,  that  trouble  it,  refine 
The  agitated  Soul  of  Generous  Wine ;  So 
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So  Tears  of  Joy,  for  your  returning  fpilt, 
Work  out,  and  expiate  our  former  Guilt. 
Methinks  I  fee  thofe  Crouds  on  Dover  s  Strand, 
Who,  in  their  hafte  to  welcome  you  to  Land, 
Chok'd  up  the  Beach  with  their  ftill  growing  ftore, 
And  made  a  wilder  Torrent  on  the  Shore  :  > 
While,  fpurr'd  with  eager  thoughts  of  paft  Delight, 
Thofe,  who  had  feen  you,  court  a  fecond  fight ; 
Preventing  ftill  your  Steps,  and  making  hafte 
To  meet  you  often  wherefoe*er  you  pall. 
How  mall  I  fpeak  of  that  triumphant  Day, 
When  you  renewed  th'  expiring  Pomp  of  May  ! 
(A  Month  that  owns  an  Intereft  in  your  Name  : 
You  and  the  Flow'rs  are  its  peculiar  Claim.) 
That  Star,  that  at  your  Birth  flione  out  fo  bright, 
It  ftain'd  the  duller  Sun's  Meridian  Light, 
Did  once  again  its  potent  Fires  renew, 
Guiding  our  Eyes  to  find  and  worfhip  you. 
And  now  Time's  whiter  Series  is  begun, 
Which  in  foft  Centuries  fhall  fmoothly  run  : 
Thofe  Clouds,  that  overcaft  your  Morn,  mall  fly, 
DifpelPd  to  fartheft  Corners  of  the  Sky. 
Our  Nation  with  united  Int'reft  bleft, 
Not  now  content  to  poize,  fhall  fway  the  reft. 
Abroad  our  Empire  fhall  no  Limits  know, 
But,  like  the  Sea,  in  boundlefs  Circles  flow. 
Your  much-lov'd  Fleet  lhall,  with  a.  wide  Command, 
Befiege  the  petty  Monarchs  of  the  Land : 
And  as  old  Time  his  Offspring  fwallow'd  down, 
Our  Ocean  in  its  Depths  all  Seas  fhall  drown. 
Their  wealthy  Trade  from  Pirate's  Rapine  free, 
Our  Merchants  fhall  HO  more  Advent'rers  be  : 
Nor  in  the  fartheft  Eaft  thofe  Dangers  fear, 
Which  humble  Holland  muft  diflemble  here. 

C  4  Spain 
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Spain  to  your  Gift  alone  her  Indies  owes  ; 

For  what  the  Pow'rful  takes  not,  he  beftows  : 

-And  France,  that  did  an  Exile's  Prefence  fear,. 

May  juftly  apprehend  you  Hill  too  near. 

At  home  the  hateful  Names  of  Parties  ceafe, 

And  factious  Souls  are  weary 'd  into  Peace. 

The  difcontemed  now  are  only  they, 

Whofe  Crimes  before  did  your  juil  Caufe  betray : 

Of  thofe  your  Edids  fome  reclaim  from  Sins, 

But  moft  your  Life  and  bleft  Example  wins. 

Oh  happy  Prince,  whom  Heav'n  hath  taught  the  way 

By  paying  Vows  to  have  more  Vows  to  pay  ! 

Oh  happy  Age  !  Oh  times  like  thofe  alone, 

By  Fate  referv'd  for  great  AuguftM  Throne  ! 

When  the  joint  growth  of  Arms  and  Arts  forefhew 

The  World  a  Monarch,  and  that  Monarch  Tou.. 

yf  PAN  E  G  Y  R  i  c  K  on  the  Coronation  of 
King  CHARLES  II.  1660. 

T  N  that  wild  Deluge  where  the  World  was  drown'd; 
•"*  When  Life  and  Sin  one  common  Tomb  had  found, 
The  firft  fmall  Profpeft  of  a  rifing  Hill 
With  various  Notes  of  Joy  the  Ark  did  fill  : 
Yet  when  that  Flood  in  its  own  Depths  was  drown'd, 
It  left  behind  it  falfe  and  flipp'ry  Ground  ; 
And  the  more  folemn  Pomp  was  flill  deferr'd, 
*Till  new-born  Nature  in  frefh  Looks  appear'd. 
Thus,  Royal  Sir,  to  fee  you  landed  here, 
Was  caufe  enough  of  Triumph  for  a  Year  : 
Nor  would  your  Care  thofe  glorious  Joys  repeat, 
*Till  they  at  once  might  be  fecure  and  great : 
'Till  your  kind  Beams,  by  their  continu'd  flay, 
Had  warm'd  the  Ground,  and  caird  the  Damps  away. 

Such 
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Such  Vapours,  while  your  pow'rful  Influence  dries, 
Then  fooneft  vanifh  when  they  higheft  rife. 
Had  greater  hade  thefe  facred  Rites  prepar'd, 
Some  guilty  .Months  had  in  your  Triumphs  ihar'd  : 
But  this  untainted  Year  is  all  your  own  ; 
Your  Glories  may  without  our  Crimes  be  mown. 
We  had  not  yet  exhauiled  all  our  Store, 
When  you  refrem'd  our  Joys  by  adding  more  : 
As  Heav'n,  of  old,  difpens'd  Celeftial  Dew, 
You  give  us  Manna,  and  Hill  give  us  new. 

Now  oar  fad  Ruins  are  remov'dfrom  fight, 
The  Seafon  too  comes  fraught  with  new  Delight : 
Time  feems  not  now  beneath  his  Years  to  Hoop, 
Nor  do  his  Wings  with  fickly  Feathers  droop : 
Soft  weftern  Winds  waft  o'er  the  gaudy  Spring, 
.And  open'd  Scenes  of  Flow'rs  and  Bloflbms  bring, 
To  grace  this  happy  Day,  while  you  appear, 
Noc  King  of  us  alone,  but  of  the  Year. 
All  Eyes  you  draw>  and  with  the  Eyes  the  Heart; 
Of  your  own  Pomp  your  felf  the  greateft  Part : 
Loud  Shouts  the  Nation's  Happinefs  proclaim, 
And  Heav'n  this  Day  is  feafted  with  your  Nam«» 
Your  Cavalcade  the  fair  Spectators  view, 
From  their  high  Standings,  yet  look  up  to  you. 
From  your  brave  Train  each  fingles  out  a  Prey, 
And  longs  to  date  a  Conqueft  -from  your  Day. 
Now  charg'd  with  Bleffings  while  you  feek  repofe, 
Officious  Slumbers  hafte  your  Eyes  to  clofe  ; 
And  glorious  Dreams  {land  ready  to  reftore .. 
The  pleafing  Shapes  of  all  you  faw  before. 
Next,  to  the  Sacred  Temple  you  are  led, 
Where  waits  a  Crown  for  your  more  facred  Head  : 
How  juftly  from  the  Church  -that  Crown  is  due. 
Preferv'd  from  Ruin,  and  reftor'd  by  you  ! 

C  The 
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The  grateful  Choir  their  Harmony  employ, 

'Not  to  make  greater,  but  more  folemn  Joy. 

Wrapt  foft  and  warm  your  Name  is  fent  on  high, 

As  Flames  do  on  the  Wings  of  Incenfe  fly  : 

Mufick  her  felf  is  loft,  in  vain  me  brings 

Her  choiceft  Notes  to  praife  the  beft  of  Kings  : 

Her  melting  Strains  in  you  a  Tomb  have  found, 

And  He  like  Bees  in  their  own  fweetnefs  drown' d. 

He  that  brought  Peace,  and  Difcord  could  atone, 

His  Name  is  Mufick  of  it  felf  alone. 

Now  while  the  facred  Oil  anoints  your  Head, 

And  fragrant  Scents,  begun  from  you,  are  fpread 

Through  the  large  Dome,  the  People's  joyful  Sound* 

Sent  back,  is  ftill  preferv'd  in  hallo wM  Ground  ; 

Which  in  one  Bleffing  mix'd  defcends  on  you, 

As  heightned  Spirits  fall  in  richer  dew. 

Not  that  our  Wifhes  do  increafe  your  ftore, 

Full  of  your  felf  you  can  admit  no  more  : 

We  add  not  to  your  Glory,  but  employ 

Our  time,  like  Angels,  in  expreffing  Joy. 

Nor  is  it  Duty,  or  our  Hopes  alone, 

Create  that  Joy,  but  full  Fruition  : 

We  know  thofe  bleffings,  which  we  inuft  poflefs, 

And  judge  of  future  by  paft  Happinefs. 

No  Promife  can  oblige  a  Prince  fo  much 

Still  to  be  good,  as  long  to  have  been  fuch. 

A  noble  Emulation  heats  your  Breaft, 

And  your  own  Fame  now  robs  you  of  your  Reft*. 

Good  Actions  ftill  muft  be  maintained  with  goodr 

As  Bodies  nouriuYd  with  refembling  Food. 

You  have  already  quench'd  Sedition's  Brand  j 

And  Zeal,  which  burnt  it,  only  warms  the  Land. 

The  jealous  Seds,  that  dare  not  truft  their  Caufe 

So  far  from  their  own  Will  as  tp  the  Laws, 

You: 
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You  for  their  Umpire  and  their  Synod  take, 

And  their  Appeal  alone  to  Csefar  make. 

Kind  Heav'n  fo  rare  a  Temper  did  provide, 

That  Guilt  repenting  might  in  it  confide. 

Among  our  Crimes  Oblivion  may  befet ; 

But  'tis  our  King's  Perfection  to  forget. 

Virtues  unknown  to  thefe  rough  Northern  Climes 

From  milder  Heav'ns  you  bring,  without  their  Crimes. 

Your  Calmnefs  does  no  after-Storms  provide, 

Nor  fecming  Patience  mortal  Anger  hide. 

When  Empire  firft  from  Families  did  fpring, 

Then  every  Father  governed  as  a  King. 

But  you,  that  are  a  Sov'reign  Prince,  allay 

Imperial  Pow'r  with  your  paternal  Sway. 

From  thofe  great  Cares  when  eafe  your  Soul  unbends, 

Your  Pleafures  are  defign'd  to  noble  Ends : 

Born  to  command  the  Miflrefs  of  the  Seas, 

Your  Thoughts  themfelves  in  that  blue  Empire  pleafe, 

Hither  in  Summer  Ev'nings  you  repair 

To  take  the  Fraicbeur  of  the  purer  Air  : 

Undaunted  here  you  ride  when  Winter  raves, 

With  C&fars  Heart  that  rofe  above  the  Waves. 

More  I  could  fing,  but  Fear  my  Numbers  flays ; 

No  Loyal  Subjeft  dares  that  Courage  praife. 

In  (lately  Frigates  moft  delight  you  find, 

Where  well-drawn  Battles  fire  your  Martial  Mind. 

What  to  your  Cares  we  owe,  is  learnt  from  hence, 

When  even  your  Pleafures  ferve  for  our  Defence. 

Beyond  your  Court  flows  in  th*  admitted  Tide, 

Where  in  new  Depths  the  wond'ring  Fifhes  glide  : 

Here  in  a  Royal  Bed  the  Waters  fleep  ; 

When  tir'd  at  Sea,  within  this  Bay  they  creep. 

Here  the  miflruftful  Fowl  no  harm  fufpeds, 

So  fafe  are  all  things  which  our  King  protects. 

Frea 
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From  your  Wd  Thames  a  bl effing  yet  is  due, 

Second  alone  to- that  it  brought  in  you  ; 

A  Queen,  from  whofe  chafte  Womb,.ordainUby  Fate, 

The  Souls  of  Kings  unborn  for.  Bodies  wait. 

If  was  your  Love  before  made  Difcord  ceafe  : 

Your  Love  is  deilin'd  to  your  Country's  Peace. 

Both-.  Indies,  Rivals  in  your  Bed,   provide 

With  Gold  or  Jewels  to  adorn  your  Bride. 

This  to  a  mighty  King  prefents  rich  Ore, 

While  that  with  Incenfe  does  a  God  implore. 

Two  Kingdoms  wait  your  Doom,  and,  as  you  choofe, 

This  muft  receive  a  Crown,  or  that  muft  lofe. 

Thus  from  your  Royal  Oak,  like  Jove"*  of  old, 

Are.anfwers  fought,  and  deftinies  fore- told  ; 

Propitious  Oracles  are  begg'd  with  Vows, 

And  Crowns  that  grow  upon  the.facred  Boughs. 

Your  Subjects,  while  you  weigh  the  Nation's  Fate,... 

Siifpend  to  both  their  doubtful  Love  or  Hate  : 

Choofeonly,  Sir,  that  fo  they  may.  poffefs 

With  their  own  Peace  their  Childrens  Happinefs. 

fo  tbe  Lord  CHANCE  LLOR  HYDE, 

frefented  on  New-Years-Day,  1662. 

My. LORD, 

WH I L  E  flattering  Crouds  officioufiy  appear 
To  give  themfelves,  not  you,  an  happy  Year  5 
And  by  the  greatnefs  of  their  prefents  prove 
How, much  they  hope,  but  not  how  well  they  love  5 
The  Mufes  (who  your  early  Counmip  boafl, 
Though  now  your  Flames  are  with  their  Beauty  loft) 
Yet  watch  their  time,  that,  if  you  have  forgot 
They  were  your  Miftrefies,  the  World  may  not : 

Decay'd 
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Decay'd  by  Time  and  Wars,  they  only  prove 

Their  Former  Beauty  by  your  former  Love  ; 

And  now  prefent,  as  ancient  Ladies  do, 

That  courted  long,  at  length  are  forc'd  to  wooe. 

For  ilill  they  look  on  you  with  fuch  kind  Eyes, 

As  thofe  that  fee  the  Church's  Sovereign  rife  ; 

From  their  own  Order  chofe,  in-  whefe  high  State 

They  think  themfeives  the  fecond  Choice  of  Fate. 

When  our  great  Monarch  into  Exile  went, 

Wk  and  Religion  fuffer'd  Baniflimenf. 

l^hus  once,  when  Trey  was  wrap'd  in  Fire  and  Smoke, 

The  helplefs  Gods  their  burning  Shrines  forfook  ; 

They  with  the  vanquifh'd  Prince  and  Pa-ty  go, 

And  leave  their  Temples  empty  to  the  Foe. 

At  length  the  Mufes  ftand,  reilor'd  agairr 

To  that  great  Charge  which  Nature'did  ordain  ; 

And  their  lov'd  Druids  feem •  re vi v'd  by  Fate, 

While  you  difpenfe  the  Laws,  and  guide  the  State. 

The  Natron's  Soul,  our  Monarch,  does  difpenfe, 

Through  you,  to  us  his  vital  Influence  ; 

You  are  the  Channel,  where  thofe  Spirits  flow, . 

And  work  them  higher,  as  to  us  they  go. 

In  open  Profpedl  nothing  bounds  our  Eye, 
Uiitil  the  Earth  feems  join'd  unto  the  Sky  ; 
So  in  this  Hemifphere  our  utmoft  view 
Is  only  bounded  by  our  King  and  you  : 
Our  fight  is  limite  J  where  you  are  join'd, 
And  beyond  that  ~no  farther  Heav*n  can  find. 
So  well  your  Virtues  do  with  his  agree, 
That,  though  your  Orbs  of  different  Greatnefs  be^ 
Yet  both  are  for  each  other's  ufe  difpos'd, 
His, -to  inclofe,  and  yours  tobeinclosM. 
Nor  could  another  in  your  Room  have  been, 
Except  an  Emptinefs  had  come  between,. 

Well 


3  8        POEMS  on  fever al  Occq/ions. 

Well  may  he  then  to  you  his  Cares  impart, 
And  mare  his  Burden  where  he  fhares  his  Heart. 
In  you  his  Sleep  ftill  wakes  j  his  Pleafures  find 
Their  mare  of  Bus'nefs  in  your  laboring  Mind. 
So  when  the  weary  Sun  his  Place  refigns, 
He  leaves  his  Light,  and  by  Reflexion  mines. 

Juflice,  that  fits  and  frowns  where  publick  Laws 
Exclude  foft  Mercy  from  a  private  Caufe, 
In  your  Tribunal  moft  her  fcif  does  pleafe  ; 
There  only  fmiles  becaufe  me  lives  at  eafe  j 
And,  like  young  David,  finds  her  Strength  the  more, 
When  difincumber'd  from  thofe  Arms  (he  wore. 
Heav'n  would  your  Royal  Mailer  mould  exceed 
Moft  in  that  Virtue,  which  we  moft  did  need  ; 
And  his  mild  Father  (who  too  late  did  find 
All  Mercy  vain,  but  what  with  Pow'rwasjoin'd) 
His  fatal  Goodnefs  left  to  fitter  Times, 
Not  to  increafe,  but  to  abfolve  our  Crimes  : 
But  when  the  Heir  of  this  vaft  Treafure  knew 
How  large  a  Legacy  was  left  to  you, 
(Too  great  for  any  Subject  to  retain) 
He  wifely  ty'd  it  to  the  Crown  again  : 
Yet,  paffmg  through  your  Hands,  it  gathers  more, 
As  Streams,  thro'  Mines,  bear  Tincture  of  their  Ore. 
While  Emp'rick  Politicians  ufe  deceit, 
Hide  what  they  give,  and  cure  but  by  a  Cheat  ; 
You  boldly  fhew  that  Skill,  which  they  pretend, 
And  work  by  Means  as  noble  as  your  End : 
Which  mould  you  veil,  we  might  unwind  the  Clue, 
As  Men  do  Nature,  'till  we  came  to  you. 
And  as  the  Indies  were  not  found,  before 
Thofe  rich  Perfumes,  which,  from  the  happy  Shore, 
The  Winds  upon  their  Balmy  Wings  convey'd, 
Whofe  guilty  Sweetnefs  firft  tteir  World  betray M ; 

So 
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So  by  your  Counfels  \ve  are  brought  to  view 

A  rich  and  undifcover'd  World  in  you. 

By  you  our  Monarch  does  that  Fame  aflure, 

Which  Kings  mull  have,  or  cannot  live  fecure  : 

For  profp'rous  Princes  gain  their  Subjects  Heart, 

Who  love  that  Praife  in  which  themfelves  have  part, 

By  you  he  fits  thofe  Subjects  to  obey, 

As  HeavVs  Eternal  Monarch  does  convey 

His  Pow'r  unfeen,  and  Man  to  his  Defigns 

By  his  bright  Minifters  the  Stars  inclines. 

Our  fetting  Sun,  from  his  declining  Seat, 
Shot  Beams  of  Kindnefs  on  you,  not  of  heat : 
And,  when  his  Love  was  bounded  in  a  few, 
That  were  unhappy  that  they  might  be  true, 
Made  you  the  Fav'rite  of  his  laft  fad  Times, 
That  is,  a  Suff'rer  in  his  Subjects  Crimes  : 
Thus  thofe  firil  Favours,  you  received,  were  fenf, 
Like  Heav'ns  rewards,  in  earthly  Punifhment. 
YetTortune,  confcious  of  yourdeftiny, 
E'en  then  took  care  to  lay  you  foftly  by  ; 
And  wrap'd  your  Fate  among  her  precious  Things, 
Kept  frem  to  be  unfolded  with  your  King's. 
Shewn  all  at  once  you  dazzled  fo.our  Eyes, 
As  new-born  Pallas  did  the  Gods  furprize  ; 
When,  fpringing  forth  from  Jawis  new-clofing  wound, 
She  ftruck  the  Warlike  Spear  into  the  Ground  5 
Which  fprouting  Leaves  did  fuddenly  inclofe, 
And  peaceful  Olives  fhaded  as  they  rofe. 

How  ftrangely  active  are  the  Arts  of  Peace, 
Whofe  reillefs  Motions  lefs  than  Wars  do  ceafe  ! 
Peace  is  not  freed  from  Labour,  but  from  Noife ; 
And  War  more  Force,  but  not  more  Pains,  employs : 
Such  is  the  mighty  Swiftnefs  of  your  Mind, 
That,  like  the  Earth's,  it  leaves  our  Senfe  behind, 

While 
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While  you  fo  fmoothly  turn  and  rowl  our  Sphere; 

That  rapid  Motion  does  but  Reft  appear. 

For,  as  in  Nature's  Swiftnefs,  with  the'  throng.. 

Of  flying  Orbs  while  ours  is  born  along, 

All  feems  at  reft  to  the  deluded  Eye, 

Mov'd  by  the  Soul  of  the  fame  harmony  : 

So,  carry'd  on  by  your  unwearied  Care, 

We  reft  in  Peace,  and  yet  in  Motion  mare. 

Let  Envy  then  thofe  Crimes  within  you  fee, 

From  which  the  happy  never  muft  be  free  ; 

Envy,  that  does  with  Mifery  refide, 

The  Joy  and  the  Revenge  of  ruin'd  Pride.. 

Think  it  nothard,  if  at  fo  cheap  a  Rate 

You  can  fecure  the  Conftancy  of  Fate, 

Whofe  Kindnefs  fent  what  does  their  Malice  feem, 

By  letter  Ills  the  greater  to  redeem. 

Nor  caa  we  this  weak  Show'r  a  Tempeft  call, . 

But  drops  of  heat,  that  in  the  Sun- mine  fall. 

You  have  already  weary'd  Fortune  fo, 

She  cannot  farther  be  your  Friend  or  Foe  ; 

But  fus  all  breathlefs,  and  admires  to  feel 

A  Fate  fo  weighty,  that  it  ftops  her  WheeL 

In  all  things  elfe  above  our  humble  Fate3 

Your  equal  Mind  yet  fwells  not  into  State, 

But,  like  fome  Mountain  in  thofe  happy  Jfles, 

Where  in  perpetual  Spring  young  Nature  fmiles, 

Your  g'reatJiefs  (hews  :  no  horror  to  affright, 

But  Trees  for  made,  and  Flow'rs  to  court  the  Sight : 

Sometimes  the  Hill  fubmits  it  felf  a  while 

In  fmall  Defcents,  which  do  its. height  beguile  5- 

And  fometimes  mounts,  but  fo  as  billows  play, 

Whofe  Rife  not  hinders  but  makes  Ihortour  way. 

Your  Brow,  which  does  no  fear  of  Thunder  know5  . 

Sees  rowling  Tempefts  vainly  beat  below  ; 

And, 
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And,  like  Olympuf  top,  th'  Impreflion  wears 
Of  Love  and  Friendfliip  writ  in  former  Years. 
Yet,  unimpaired  with  Labours,  or  with  time, 
Your  Age  butfeems  to  a  new  Youth  to  climb. 
Thus  heavVly  bodies  do  our  time  beget, 
And  meafure  Change,  but  (hare  no  part  of  it. 
And  ftill  it  mall  without  a  weight  increafe, 
Like  this  New-Year,  whofe  Motions  never  ceafe, 
For  fince  the  glorious  Courfe  you  have  begun 
Is  led  by  C  HA  R  L  E  S,  as  that  is  by  the  Sun, 
It  mufl  both  vveightlefs  and  immortal  prove, 
Becaufe  the  Centre  of  it  is  above. 
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In  a  L  E  T  T  £  R  to  the  Honourable 

5»RoBERT  HOWARD. 

SIR, 

gaj  Am  To  many  ways  obliged  to  you,  and 
jj  fo  little  able  to  return  your  Favours. 
Jj  that,  like  thofe  who  owe  too  much,  I 
:;n  only  live  by  getting  farther  into 
our  Debt.  You  have  not  only  been 
"-:  careful  of  my  Fortune,  which  was  the 
effect  of  your  Noblenefs,  but  you  have  been  felicitous 
of  my  Reputation,  which  is  that  of  your  Kindnefs. 
It  is  not  long  fince  I  gave  you  the  trouble  of  perufing 
a  Play  for  me,  and  now,  inftead  of  an  acknowledg 
ment,  I  have  given  you  a  greater,  in  the  Correction 
of  a  Poem.  But  fince  you  are  to  bear  this  Perfecu- 
tion,  I  will  at  leaft  give  you  the  Encouragement  of 
a  Martyr  ;  you  could  never  fuffer  in  a  nobler  Caufe. 
For  I  have  chofen  the  moft  heroick  Subje&,which  any 
Poet  could  defire  :  I  have  taken  upon  me  to  defcribie 
the  Motives,  the  Beginning,  Progrefs,  and  Succefles, 
of  a  rnoft  juft  and  necefTary  War  j  in  it,  the  Care, 
Management,  and  Prudence  of  our  King  ;  the  Con- 
dud  and  Valour  of  a  Royal  Admiral,  and  of  two 

incomparable 
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incomparable  Generals;  the  in  vincible.  Courage  of  out1 
Captains  and  Seamen  ;  and  three  glorious  Victories* 
the  Refult  of  all.  After  this,  I  have,  in  the  Fire,  the 
moft  deplorable,  but  withal  the  greateft  Argument 
that  can  be  imagin'd  ;  the  Deftruction  being  fo  fwift, 
fb  fudden,  fo  vaft  and  miferable,  as  nothing  can  pa 
rallel  in  Story.  The  former  part  of  this  Poem,  re 
lating  to  the  War,  is  but  a  due  expiation  for  my  not 
ferving  my  King  and  Country  in  it.  All  Gentlemen 
are  almoft  oblig'd  to  it :  And  I  know  no  Reafon  we 
fliould  give  that  Advantage  to  the  Commonalty  of 
England^  to  be  foremoftin  brave  Actions,  which  the 
Nobles  of  Frame  would  never  fufFer  in  their  Pea- 
fants.  I  mould  not  have  written  this  but  to  a  Perfon, 
Who  has  been  ever  forward  to  appear  in  all  Employ 
ments,  whither  his  Honour  and  Generofity  have 
call'd  him.  The  latter  part  of  my  Poem,  which  de- 
fcribes  the  Fire,  I  owe,  firft  to  the  Piety  and  Fatherly 
Affection  of  our  Monarch  to  his  fuffering  Subjects^ 
and,  in  the  fecond  place,  to  the  Courage,  Loyalty, 
and  Magnanimity  of  the  City  j  both  which  were  fo 
confpicuous,  that  I  have  wanted  Words  to  celebrate 
them  as  they  deferve.  I  have  called  my  Poem  Hi- 
ftorical^  not  Epick,  though  both  the  Actions  and 
Aftors  are  as  much  Heroick,  as  any  Poem  can  con 
tain.  But,  fince  the  Action  is  not  properly  one,  nor 
that  accomplifh'd  in  the  laft  SuccefTes,  I  havejudg'd 
it  too  bold  a  Title  for  a  few  Stanzas,  which  are 
little  more  in  number  than  a  fmgle  /AW,  or  the  long- 
eft  of  the  JEneids,  For  this  Reafon  (I  mean  not  of 
Length,  but  broken  Action,  tied  too  feverely  to  the 
Laws  of  Hiftory)  I  am  apt  to  agree  with  thofe,  who 
rank  Lucan^  rather  among  Hiftorians  in  Verfe,  than 
Epick  Poets  :  In  whofe  room,  if  I  am  not  deceived, 
Silius  Italicus,  though  a  worfe  Writer,  may  more 
ufHy  be  admitted,  I  have  chofen  to  write  my 

Poem 


Pot  MS  on  federal  Oecaftonr.        $jr 

Poem  in  Quatrains,  or  Stanzas  of  four  in  alternate 
Rhyme,  bccaufe  I  have  ever  iudg'd  them  more 
noble,  and  of  greater  Dignity,  both  for  the  Sound 
and  Number,  than  any  other  Verfe  in  ufe  amongft 
us ;  in  which  I  am  fure  1  have  your  Approbation. 
The  Learned  Languages  have,  certainly,  a  great 
Advantage  of  us,  in  not  being  tied  to  the  Slavery  of 
any  Rhyme,  and  were  lefs  conftrain'd  in  the  Quan 
tity  of  every  Syllable,  which  they  might  vary  with 
Sp&ndees  or  Daftyls^  befides  fo  many  other  helps 
of  Grammatical  Figures,  for  the  lengthning  or  ab 
breviation  of  them,  than  the  Modern  are  in  the 
Clofe  of  that  one  Syllable,  which  often  confines, 
and  more  often  corrupts,  the  Senfe  of  all  the  reflv 
But  in  this  Neceffity  of  our  Rhymes,  I  •  have  al 
ways  found  the  couplet  Verfe  moft  eaTy,  though 
not  fo  proper  for  this  Occafion  :  for  there  the  Work 
is  fooner  at  an  end,  every  two  Lines  concluding  the 
labour  of  the  Poet ;  But  in  £htatrains  he  is  to  carry 
it  farther  on,  and  not  only  fo,.  but  to  bear  along 
in  his  Head  the  troublefome  fenfe  of  four  Lines  to- 

f ether.  For  thofe,  who  write  correctly  in  this 
ind,  muft  needs  acknowledge,  that  the  laft  Line 
of  the  Stanza  is  to  be  confider'd  in  the  Compofition 
of  the  firft.  Neither  can  we  give-  our  felves  the 
liberty  of  making  any  part  of  a  Verfe  for  the  fake 
of  Rhyme,  or  concluding  with  a  Word  which  is 
not  current  Englijb,  or  ufmg  the  variety  of  Fe 
male  Rhymes ;  all  which  our  Fathers  pra&ifed  : 
and  for  the  Female  Rhymes,  they  are  ftill  in  ufe 
amongft.  other  Nations ;  with  the  Italian  in  every 
Line,  with  the  Spaniard  proraifcuoufly,  with  the 
French  alternately  ;  as  thofe  who  have  read  the 
Alariquf^  the  Pucelle^  or  any  of  their  later  Poems, . 
will  agree  with  me.  And  befides  this,  they  write  irv 
Alexandrlm^  or  Verfes  of  fix  feet  $  fuch  as  amongft. 

us 
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us  is  the  old  Tan  flat  ion  of  Homer  by  Chapman  : 
All  which,  by  lengthning  of  their  Chain,  makes 
the  Sphere  of  their  Activity  the  larger.  I*  have 
dwelt  too  long  upon  the  Choice  of  my  Stanza^ 
which  you  may  remember  is  much  better  defend 
ed  in  the  Preface  to  Gondlbert ;  and  therefore  I  will 
haften  to  acquaint  you  with  my  Endeavours  in  the 
Writing.  In  general  I  will  only  fay,  I  have  never 
yet  feen  the.  Defcription  of  any  Naval  Fight  in 
the  proper  Terms  which  are  ufed  at  Sea:  and 
if  there  be  any  fuch,  in  another  Language,  as  that 
of  Lucan  in  the  third  of  his  Pharfalta,  yet  I 
could  not  prevail  my  felf  of  it  in  the  Englljb\ 
the  Terms  of  Art  in  every  Tongue  bearing 
more  of  the  Idiom  of  it  than  any  other  Words.  We 
hear  indeed,  among  our  Poets,  of  the  Thundering 
of  Guns,  the  Smoke,  the  Diforder,  and  the  Slaugh 
ter;  but  all  thefe  are  common  Notions.  And 
certainly,  as  thofe,  who,  in  a  Logical  Difpute, 
keep  in  general  Terms,  would  hide  a  fallacy;  fo 
thofe,  who  do  it  in  any  Poetical  Defcription,  would 
veil  their  Ignorance. 

Defer tptas  fervare  vices,  operumque  color  es, 
Cur  ego  ^  ft  nequeo  ignoroque^  Poetafalutdr? 

For  my  own  part,  if  I  had  little  Knowledge  of  the 
Sea,  yet  I  have  thought  it  no  Shame  to  learn: 
And  if  I  have  made  fome  few  Miftakes,  'tis  ®nly, 
as  you  can  bear  me  witnefs,  becaufe  I  have  wanted 
Opportunity  to  correct  them ;  the  whole  Poem 
being  firft  written,  and  now  fent  you  from  a  Place, 
where  I  have  not  fo  much  as  the  Converfe  of 
any  Seaman.  Yet,  though  the  Trouble  I  had  in 
Writing  it  was  great,  it  was  more  than  recom- 
pens'd  by  the  Pleafure,  I  found  my  felf  fo  warm 

in 
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in  celebrating  the  Praifes  of  Military  Men,  two 
fuch  efpecially  as  the  Prince  and  General^  that  it 
is  no  wonder  if  they  infpired  me  with  Thoughts 
above  my  ordinary  level.  And  I  am  well  fatif- 
fied,  that,  as  they  are  incomparably  the  beft  Sub 
ject  I  ever  had,  excepting  only  the  Royal  Family^ 
ib  alfo,  that  this  I  have  written  of  them  is  much 
better  than  what  I  have  performed  on  any  other. 
I  have  been  forced  to  help  out  other  Arguments ; 
but  this  has  been  bountiful  to  me  :  They  have 
been  low  and  barren  of  Praife,  and  I  have  exal 
ted  them,  and  made  them  fruitful  ;  But  here 
-—Omniafpontefua  reddit  jiiftiffima  tellus.  I  have 
had  a  large,  a  fair,  and  a  pleafant  Field ;  fo  fer 
tile,  that,wwithput  my  cultivating,  it  has  given 
me  two  Harvefts  in  a  Summer,  and  in  both  op- 
prefled  the  Reaper.  All  other  greatnefs  in  Sub. 
je&s  is  only  counterfeit  :  It  will  not  endure  the 
teft  of  Danger  ;  the  greatnefs  of  Arms  is  only 
real  :  Other  greatnefs  burdens  a  Nation  with  its 
weight  ;  this  fupports  it  with  its  ftrength.  And 
as  it  is  the  Happinefs  of  the  Age,  fo  it  is  the  pecu 
liar  Goodnefs  of  the  beft  of  Kings,  that  we  may 
praife  his  Subjects  without  offending  him.  Doubt- 
lefs  it  proceeds  from  a  juft  Confidence  of  his  own 
Virtue,  which  the  luftre  of  no  other  can  be  fo  great 
as  to  darken  in  him  ;  for  the  Good  or  the  Valiant 
are  never  fafely  praifed  under  a  bad  or  a  degenerate 
Prince.  But  to  return  from  this  Digreffion  to  a 
farther  account  of  my  Poem  ;  I  muft  crave  leave 
to  tell  you,  that,  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  adorn 
it  with  noble  Thoughts,  fo  much  more  to  exprefs 
thofe  Thoughts  with  Elocution.  The  Compo- 
fition  of  all"  Poems  is,  or  ought  to  be,  of  Wit  ; 
and  Wit  in  the  Poet,  or  Wit  Writing  (if  you  will 
ofive  me  leave  to  ufe  a  School  Diftindion)  is  no 
VOT..T.  D  other 
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other  than  the  faculty  of  Imagination  in  the 
Writer,  which,  like  a  nimble  Spaniel,  beats  over 
and  ranges  through  the  Field  of  Memory,  'till  it 
fprings  the  Quarry  it  hunted  after  j  or,  without 
metaphor,  which  fearches  over  all  the  Memory 
for  the  Species  or  Ideas  of  thofe  things,  which  it 
defigns  to  reprefent.  Wit  written  is  that,  which 
is  well  defin'd,  the  happy  refult  of  Thought,  or 
product  of  Imagination.  But  to  proceed  from 
Wit,  in  the  general  Notion  of  it,  to  the  proper 
Wit  of  an  Heroick  or  HHforical  Poem  ;  I  judge  it 
chiefly  to  confift  in  the  delightful  Imaging  of  Per- 
ibns,  Actions,  Paffions,  or  Things.  'Tis  not  the 
jerk  or  fting'e^Pan  Epigram,  nor  the  feeming  Con 
tradiction  of  a  poor  Antithefis  (the  delight  of  an 
ill-judging  Audience  in  a  Play  of  Rhyme)  nor  the 
giiigle  of  a  more  poor  Paranomafia  ;  neither  is  it 
ib  much  the  Morality  of  a  grave  Sentence,  affec 
ted  by  Lucan,  but  more  fparingly  ufed  by  Virgil ; 
but  it  is  fome  lively  and  apt  Defcription,  dreffed 
in  fuch  coleurs  of  Speech,  that  it  fets  before  your 
Eyes  the  abfeni:  Object,  as  perfectly,  and  more 
delightfully  than  Nature.  So  then  the  firft  Happi- 
nefs  of  the  Poet's  Imagination  is  properly  inven 
tion  or  finding  of  the  Thought  j  the  fecond  is 
Fancy,  or  the  Variation,  deriving  or  moulding  of 
that  Thought  as  the  Judgment  reprefents  it  proper 
to  the  Subject  ;  the  third  is  Elocution,  or  the  Art 
of  clothing  and  adorning  that  Thought,  fo  found 
and  varied,  in  apt,  fignificant,  and  founding  Words : 
The  quicknefs  of  the  Imagination  is  feen  in  the 
Invention,  the  fertility  in  the  Fancy,  and  the  ac 
curacy  in  the  Expreifion.  For  the  two  firft  of 
thefe,  Ovid  is  famous  amongft  the  Poets  j  for 
the  latter,  Virgil.  Ovid  images  .more  often  the 
Movements  and  Affections  of  the  Mind,  either 
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combating  between  two  contrary  Patfions,  or  ex 
tremely  difcompos'd  by  one.  His  Words  there 
fore  are  the  leaft  part  of  his  Care  ;  for  he  pictures 
Nature  in  Diforder,  with  which  the  Study  and 
Choice  of  Words  is  inconfiftent.  This  is  the 
proper  Wit  of  Dialogue  or  Difcourfe,  and  confe- 
quently  of  the  Drama ^  where  all  that  is  faid 
is  to  be  fuppos'd  the  effecl:  of  fudden  Thought ; 
which,  though  it  excludes  not  the  quicknefs  of 
Wit  in  Repartees,  yet  admits  not  a  too  curious 
Election  of  Words,  too  frequent  Allufions,  or  ufe 
of  Tropes,  or,  in  fine,  any  thing  that  (hews 
remotenefs  of  Thought,  or  Labour,  in  the  Writer. 
On  the  other  fide,  Virgil  fpeaks  not  fo  often  to  us 
in  the  perfon  of  another,  like  Ovid,  but  in  his 
own  :  he  relates  almoft  all  things  as  from  himfelf, 
and  thereby  gains  more  Liberty,  than  the  other, 
to  exprefs  his  Thoughts  with  all  the  Graces  of 
Elocution,  to  write  more  figuratively,  and  to  con- 
fefs  as  well  the  labour,  as  the  force  of  his  Imagi 
nation.  Though  he  defcribes  his  Dido  well  and 
naturally,  in  the  violence  of  her  Paffions,  yet  he 
muft  yield  in  that  to  the  Myrrba,  the  Biblis^ 
the  Altbeea,  of  Ovid ;  for,  as  great  an  Admirer 
of  him  as  I  am,  I  muft  acknowledge,  that,  if  I 
fee  not  more  of  their  Souls  than  I  fee  of  Dido's, 
at  leaft  I  have  a  greater  concernment  for  them : 
And  that  convinces  me,  that  Ovid  has  touched 
thofe  tender  ftrokes  more  delicately  than  Firgil 
could.  But  when  Action  or  Perfons  are  to  be 
defcribed,  When  any  fuch  Image  is  to  be  fet 
before  us,  how  bold,  how  mafterly  are  the  Strokes 
of  Virgil !  We  fee  the  Objcds,  he  prefents  us 
with,  in  their  Native  Figures,  in  their  proper 
Motions  ;  but  fo  we  fee  them,  as  our  own  Eyes 
could  never  have  beheld  them  fo  beautiful  in  them- 
D  2  felvcs. 
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ielves.     We  fee  the  Soul  of  the  Pcet,    like   that' 
univerfal  one  of  which  he  fpeaks,  informing  and 
moving  through  all  his  Pictures : 

• — Totamque  infufaper  artus 

Mem  agitat  molem^  &  magno  fe  corpore  mlfcet. 

We  behold  him  embellifhing  his  Images,  as  he  makes 
Venus  breathing  beauty  upon  her  Son  JEneaS. 
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Purpureum^  Cff  Itetos  octtlis  afflarat  honores : 
Quale  manus  addunt  Ebori  decus^  aut  ubi  flavo 
Argentum  Pariufue  lapis  circundatur  auro» 

See  his  Tempeft,  his  Funeral  Sports,  his  Com 
bat  of  Turnus  and  JEneas  ;  and  in  his  Georgicks^ 
•which  I  efteem  the  divineft  part  of  all  his  Writ 
ings,  the  Plague,  the  Country,  the  Battle  of  Bulls, 
the  Labour  of  the  Bees,  and  thofe  many  other 
excellent  Images  of  Nature,  moft  of  which  are 
neither  great  in  themfelves,  nor  have  any  natural 
Ornament  to  bear  them  up  :  But  the  Words, 
wherewith  he  defcribes  them,  are  fo  excellent, 
that  it  might  be  well  applied  to  him,  which  was 
faid  by  Ovid,  Materiamfuperabat  opus  :  The  very 
Sound  of  his  Words  has  often  fomewhat  that  is 
connatural  to  the  Subject  ;  and  while  we  read 
him,  we  fit,  as  in  a  Play,  beholding  the  Scenes  of 
what  he  reprefents.  To  perform  this,  he  made 
frequent  ufe  of  Tropes,  which,  you  know,  change 
the  nature  of  a  known  Word,  by  applying  it  to 
fome  other  fignification  ;  and  this  is  it  which 
Horace  means  in  his  Epiftle  to  the  Pifo's : 

•Dixsrh 
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Dixeris  egregie^  notum  fe  callida  vsrbum 
Reddiderit  junftura  novum • 

But  I  am  fenfible,  I  have  prefum'd  too  far  to 
entertain  you  with  a  rude  Difcourfe  of  that  Art, 
which  you  both  know  fo  well,  and  put  into  Prac 
tice  with  fo  much  Happinefs.  Yet  before  I  leave 
Firgili  I  muft  own  the  vanity  to  tell  you,  and 
by  you  the  World,  that  he  has  been  my  Matter 
in  this  Poem  :  I  have  followed  him  every  where, 
I  know  not  with  what  Succefs,  but  I  am  fure 
with  Diligence  enough  :  My  Images  are  many  of 
them  copied  from  him,  and  the  reft  are  Imita 
tions  of  him.  My  Expreffions  alfo  are  as  near  as 
the  Idioms  of  the  two  Languages  would  admit 
of  in  Tranflation.  And  this,  Sir,  I  have  done 
with  that  boldnefs,  for  which  I  will  ftand  account 
able  to  any  of  our  little  Criticks,  who,  perhaps, 
are  no  better  acquainted  with  him  than  I  am, 
Upon  your  firft  perufal  of  this  Poem,  you  have 
taken  Notice  of  fome  Words,  which  I  have  in 
novated  (if  it  be  too  bold  for  me  to  fay,  refin'd) 
upon  his  Latin  ;  which,  as  I  offer  not  to  intro- 
^uce  into  Englt/h  Profe,  fo  I  hope  they  are  neither 
improper,  nor  altogether  unelegant,  in  Verfe  j  and, 
in  this,  Horace  will  again  defend  me. 

Et  novel)  fittaque  nuper,  babebttnt  werba  fidem,ft 
Gracofonte  cadunt^  parce  detorta 

The  Inference  is  exceeding  plain  :  for  if  a  Ro 
man  Poet  mtght  have  liberty  to  coin  a  Word, 
fuppofmg  only  that  it  was  derived  from  the  Greek, 
was  put  into  a  Latin  termination,  and  that  he 
ufed  this  Liberty  but  feldom,  and  with  Modefly  ; 
D  3  how 
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how  much  more  juftly  may  I  challenge  that  Pri 
vilege,  to  do  it,  with  the  fame  Prerequifites,  from 
the  bed  and  moft  judicious  of  Latin  Writers  ? 
In  feme  places,  where  either  the  Fancy,  or  th£ 
Words,  were  his,  or  any  other's,  I  have  noted 
it  in  the  Margin,  that  I  might  not  feern  a  Pla 
giary  ;  in  others  I  have  neglected  it,  to  avoid  as 
well  tedioufnefs,  as  the  afreftation  of  doing  it  too 
often.  Such  Defcriptions  or  Images,  well  wrought^ 
which  I  promife  not  for  mine,  are,  as  I  have  laid, 
the  adequate  delight  of  Heroick  Poefy  ;  for  they 
beget  Admiration,  which  is  its  proper  Objecl  ;  as 
the  Images  of  the  Burlefque,  which  is  contrary  to 
this,  by  the  fame  Reafon  beget  Laughter  :  For  the 
one  (hews  Nature  beautified,  as  in  the  Picture  of 
a  fair  Woman,  which  we  all  admire ;  the  other 
fhews  her  deformed,  as  in  that  of  a  Lazar,  or  of 
a  Fool  with  diftorted  Face  and  antique  Geftures, 
at  which  we  cannot  forbear  to  laugh,  becaufe  it  is 
a  deviation  from  Nature.  But  though  the  fame 
Images  ferve  equally  for  the  Epick  Poefy,  and  for 
the  Hiftorick  and  Panegyrick,  which  are  Branches 
of  it,  yet  a  feveral  fort  of  Sculpture  is  to  be  ufed 
in  them.  If  fome  of  them  are  to  be  like  thofe  of 
Juvenal,  Stantes  in  curribus  /Emiliani,  Heroes 
clrawn  in  their  triumphal  Chariots,  and  in  their 
full  proportion  ;  others  are  to  be  like  that  of  Fir- 
£//,  Spirant la  mollius  <era  :  there  is  fome  what 
more  of  Softnefs  and  Tendernefs  to  be  fhewn  in 
them.  You  will  foon  find  I  write  not  this  without 
Concern;  Some,  who  have  feen  a  Paper  of  Verfes, 
which  I  wrote  laft  Year  to  her  ^Highnefs  the 
Dutcbefs)  have  accusM  them  of  that  only  thing 
I  could  defend  in  them.  They  faid,  I  did  burnt 
ferpere>  that  I  wanted  not  only  height  of  Fancy, 
but  dignity  of  Words,  to  fet  it  off.  I  might  well 
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with  that  of  Horace,  Nunc  non  erat  his 
locus  ;  I  knew  I  addreiTed  them  to  a  Lady,  and 
accordingly  I  affe&ed  the  foftnefs  of  Expreffion, 
and  the  fmoothnefs  of  Meafure,  rather  than  the 
height  of  Thought  ;  and  in  what  1  did  endeavour, 
it  is  no  Vanity  to  fay  I  have  fucceeded.  I  de- 
teft  Arrogance  ;  but  there  is  fome  difference  be 
twixt  that  and  a  juft  Defence.  But  I  will  not 
farther  bribe  your  Candor,  or  the  Reader's.  I 
leave  them  to  fpeak  for  me  ;  and,  if  they  can,  to 
make  out  that  Character,  not  pretending  to  a 
greater,  which  I  have  given  them. 

To  Her  Royal  Highnefs  the  D  u  T  c  H  E  -s  s, 
on  the  Memorable  Vidory  gained  by  the 
DUKE  againft  ihs  Hollander  s+  June  the 
34  i6<5f.  And  on  her  Journey  after 
wards  into  the  North. 

MADAM, 

WHE  N9  far  our  fakes^  your  Hero  you  refigtfd 
To  fuelling  Seat)  and  every  faithlefs  Wind*, 
When  you  released  his  C our  age ^  ana  fet  fret 
A  Valour  fatal  to  the  Enemy  j 
Tou  lodgd  your  Ceuntry's  Cares  within  ytur  Breajl 
(The  Man/ton  where  f  oft  Love  jhould  only  reft  :) 
And)  ere  our  Foes  abroad  were  overcome^ 
The  nobleft  Conqueftyou  bad  gained  at  hcmi. 
Ah,  what  Concerns  did  both  your  Souls  divide  f 
Tour  Honour  gave  us  what  your  Love  denfd; 
And  'twas  for  him  much  eafier  to  fubdue 
Thofe  Foes  he  fought  with^  than  to  part  from  you. 
That  glorious  Day,  which  two  fuch  Navies  faw, 
As  each y  unmatch  d,  might  to  the  World  give  Laiu9 
D  4  Neptune, 
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Neptune,  yet  doubtful  whom  he  Jhould  obey. 

Held  to  the?n  both  the  Trident  of  the  Sea  :          [caft, 

The  Winds  were  bujti }d,  the  waves  in  Ranks  were 

As  awfully  as  when  God's  People  paft  : 

Thofe,  yet  uncertain  on  whofe  Sails  to  blow^ 

Thefe,  where  the  Wealth  of  Nations  ought  to  flow. 

Then  with  the  Duke  your  Highnefs  rufd  the  Day : 

While  all  the  Brave  did  his  Command  obey. 

The  Fair  and  Pious  under  you  did  pray. 

How  powerful  are  chafte  Vows  !  the  Wind  and  Tide 

You  briVdto  combat  on  the  Englifh^fc. 

Thus  to  your  much-lov'd  Lord  you  did  convey 

An  unknown  Succour?  fent  the  nearejl  Way. 

New  Vigour  to  his  wearied  Arms  you  brought^ 

(So  Mofes  was  upheld  while  Ifracl  fought) 

While,  from  afar,  we  heard  the  Cannon  play9 

Like  dijiant  Thunder  on  a  Jhiny  Day. 

For  abfent  Friends  we  were  ajhanid  to  fear9 

When  we  confideryd  what  you  ventured  there. 

Ships,  Men,  and  Arms,  our  Country  might  reftorei 

But  fuch  a  Leader  could fupply  no  more. 

With  generous  Thoughts  ofConqueJi  he  did  burn, 

Tet  fought  not  more  to  vanquijh  than  return. 

Fortune  and  VicJoryhe  didpurfue, 

To  bring  them  as  his  Slaves  to  wait  on  you. 

Thus  Beauty  raviftfd  the  Rewards  of  Fame, 

And  the  Fair  triumphed  when  the  Brave  overcame* 

Then,  as  you  meant  tofpread  another  way 

By  Land  your  Conquefts,  far  as  his  by  Sea, 

Leaving  cur  Southern  Clime^  you  march'd  along 

Thejiubborn  North,  ten  thoufand  Cupidsy/r^wg". 

Like  Commons  the  Nobility  refort, 

In  crowding  Heaps,  to  fill  your  ?noving  Court: 

To  welcome  your  approach  the  Vulgar  run, 

Like  fome  new  Envoy  from  the  diftant  Sun9 

And 
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And  Country  Beauties  by  their  Lovers  go, 
BleJJing  themfelvfs^  and  wondring  at  the  Show. 
So  when  the  New-born  Phoenix  firft  isfeen, 
Her  feather' d  Subjefts  all  adore  their  ^ueen^ 
And  while  Jhe  makes  her  Progrefs  through  the  Ea 
From  every  Grove  her  numerous  Train  s  increaft ; 
Each  Poet  of  the  Air  her  glory  Jings, 
And    round  him    the   pleafd  Audience  clap   their 

[Wings. 

And   now,   Sir,   'tis  time  I  mould   relieve   you 
from   the    tedious   length   of  this  Account.     You 
have  better  and  more  profitable  Employment  for 
your   Hours,  and  I  wrong  the  Publick   to    detain 
you  longer.    In  Conclufion,  I  muft  leave  my  Poem 
to  you  with  all  its   Faults,  which  I  hope  to   find 
fewer  in   the  Printing  by   your  Emendations.     I 
know  you  are  not  of  the  number  of  thofe,  of  whom 
the  younger   Pliny  fpeaks  ;  Nee  funt  parum  multi9 
qui  carper e  amicos  fuos  judicmm  vacant :  I  am  rather 
too  fecure  of  you  on  that  fide.     Your  Candor  in 
pardoning  my  Errors  may  make  you  more  remifs 
in  correcting  them  ;   if  you  will  not  withal  confi- 
der  that  they  come  into  the  World  with  your  Ap 
probation,  and   through  your   Hands,  I  beg  from 
you  the  greateft  Favour  you  can  confer  upon  an 
abfent  Perfon,   fihce  !  repofe  upon  your  Manage 
ment  what  is  deareft  to  me,  my  Fame  and  Repu 
tation  ;  and  therefore  I  hope  it  will  ftir  you  up  to 
make  my  Pcem  fairer  by  many  of  your  Blots;  if 
not,  you  know  the  Story  of  the  Gamefter,  who 
married  the  rich  Man's  Daughter,  and,  when  her 
Father  denied  the  Portion,  Chriften'd  all  the  Chil 
dren   by  his  Sirname,  that  if,  in  Conclufion,  they 
muft  beg,  they  mould  do  fo  by  one  Name,  as  well 
as  by  the  other.    But  fmce  the  Reproach  of  my 
D  5  Faults 
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Faults  will  light  on  you,  'tis  but  reafon  I  Ihculd  tla 
you  that  Juftice  to  the  Readers,  to  let  them  know, 
that,  if  there  be  any  thing  tolerable  in  this  Poem, 
they  owe  the  Argument  to  your  Choice,  the  Writ 
ing  to  your  Encouragement,  the  Correction  to  your 
Judgment,  and  the  Care  of  it  to  your  Friendfhip, 
to  which  he  muft  ever  acknowledge  himfelf  to  owe 
all  things,  who  is, 


SIR, 

The  mofl  Obedient,   and  moft 
Faithful  of  your  Servant  Si 


from  Charlton  in  Wiltshire, 
•Nov.  ic,  1666'. 


JOHN  DRYDEN. 


ANNUS 


ANNUS     MIRABILIS: 

The  YEAR  of 

WONDERS. 

MDCLXVI. 
I. 

M  thriving  Arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown, 
Crouching  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad: 
Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own  ; 
Our  King  they  courted,  and  our  Merchants 
II.  [»Wd. 

Trade,  which,  like  Blood,  mould  circularly  flow, 

Stopp'd  in  their  Channels,  found  its  freedom  loft  : 
Thither  the  Wealth  of  all  the  World  did  go, 
And  feem'd  but  fhipwreckM  on  fo  bafe  a  Coafl. 

III. 
For  them  alone  the  Heav'ns  had  kindly  heat, 

(a]  In  Ealtern  Quarries  ripening  pretious  Dew: 
Fo$  them  the  Idum&an  Balm  did  iweat, 

And  in  hot  Cet/on  Spicy  Foreiis  grew. 

IV. 
The  Sun  but  fcem'd  the  Lab'rer  of  the  Year  ; 

(b]  Each  waxing  Moon  fupply'd  her  vvatry  Store, 


(a)  In  E&fttrn  Qttarriet,  &c.]  Preti»tttSto»esatfirJf 

condenSd   and    hardned  by   tat    Warmth   of  tbt  Sttnt  »r 
fnbterrantan  Fires. 

(b)  Each  waxing  &c.]  According  to  their  Opt  ni«n,  who  thinly, 
•    that  srtat  He*?  of  Waters,   ttndtr  the   Lint,   it  tltfrejfeti 
into  Tidti  by  the  frlo9ntt9Vjnrdi  the  Ptlti, 

To 
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To  fwell  thofe  Tides,  which  from  the  Line  did  bear 
Their  brim-full  Veflels  to  the  Belgian  Shore. 

V. 

Thus,  mighty  in  her  Ships,  flood  Carthage  long, 
And  fwept  the  Riches  of  the  World  from  far; 

Yet  floop'd  to  Romfy  lefs  wealthy,  but  more  flrong : 
And  this  may  prove  our  fecond  Punick  War. 

VI. 

What  Peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend  ? 

(But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  flrong) 
Or  if  a  Peace,  it  foon  muft  have  an  end ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful,  were  it  long. 

VII. 

Behold  two  Nations  then,  engag'd  fo  far, 

That  each  feven  Years  the  Fit  muft  make  each  Land 
Where  France  will  fide  to  weaken  us  by  War, 

Who  only  can  his  vaft  Defigns  withftand. 

VIII. 
See  how  he  feeds  th'  (c)  Iberian  with  delays, 

To  render  us  his  timely  Friendlhip  vain : 
And,  while  his  fccret  Soul  on  Flanders  preys, 

He  rocks  the  Cradle  of  the  Babe  of  Spain. 

IX. 

Such  deep  Defigns  of  Empire  does  he  lay 

O'er  them,  whofe  Caufe  he  fcems  to  take  in  hand; 
And,  prudently,  would  make  them  Lords  at  Sea, 

To  whom  with  eafe  he  can  give  Laws  by  Land. 

X. 
This  faw  our  King  ;  and  long  within  his  Breaft 

His  penfive  Counfels  balanc'd  to  and  fro  : 
He  grievM  the  Land  he  freed  mould  be  opprefs'd, 

And  he  lefs  for  it  than  Ufurpers  do. 

(c)  TV  Iberian]  tht  Spaniard, 
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XI. 

His  gen'rous  Mind  the  fair  Ideas  drew 

Of  Fame  and  Honour,  which  in  Dangers  lay  ; 
Where  Wealth,  like  Fruit  on  Precipice.,  grew, 
Not  to  be  gather'd  but  by  Birds  of  Prey. 

XII. 
The  Lofs  and  Gain  each  fatally  were  great ; 

And  flill  his  Subjects  call'd  aloud  for  War:  < 

But  peaceful  Kings,  o'er  martial  People  fet, 
Each  other's  Poize  and  Counterbalance  are, 

XIII. 
He,  firft,  furvey'd  the  Charge  with  careful  Eyes, 

Which  none  but  mighty  Monarchs  could  maintain; 
Yet  judg'd,  like  Vapours  that  from  Limbecks  rife^ 
It  would  in  richer  Showers  defcend  again. 

XIV. 
At  length  refolv'd  t'  aflert  the  wat'ry  Balf, 

He  in  himfelf  did  whole  Armado's  bring  : 
Him  aged  Seamen  might  their  Mailer  call, 

And  choofe  for  General,  were  he  not  their  Ki&g, 

XV. 
It  feems  as  ev'ry  Ship  their  Sovereign  knows, 

His  awful  Summons  they  fo  foon  obey  ; 

So  hear  the  fcaly  Herd  when  (</)  Proteus  blows, 

And  fo  to  Pafture  follow  through  the  Sea. 

XVI. 
To  fee  this  Fleet  upon  the  Ocean  move, 

Angels  drew  wide  the  Curtains  of  the  Skies; 
And  Heav'n,  as  if  there  wanted  Lights  above, 
For  Tapers  made  two  glaring  Comets  rife. 

(d)  Whtn  Proteus  blo-wt]  Cceruleus  Proteus  immania  pond 
Aimcata  6c  magnas  pafiit  fubgurgitc  Phocas,        K»Vg. 

XVII. 
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XVII. 

Whether  they  unftuous  Exhalations  are, 
FirM  by  the  Sun,  or  feeming  fo  alone  : 
Or  each  fome  more  remote  and  flippery  Star, 
Which  lofes  footing  when  to  Mortals  fhewn. 

XVIII. 
Or  one,  that  bright  Companion  of  the  Sun, 

Whofe  glorious  Afpedl  feal'd  our  new-born  King ; 
And  now,  a  Round  of  greater  Year*  begun, 

New  Influence  from  his  Walks  of  Light  did  bring, 

XIX. 
Victorious  Torkdid,  firft,  with  fam'd  Succefs, 

To  his  known  Valour  make  the  Dutch  give  place: 
Thus  Heav'n  our  Monarch's  Fortune  did  confefs, 
Beginning  Conqueil  from  his  Royal  Race. 

XX. 
But  fince  it  was  decreed,  Aufpicious  King, 

In  Britain's  Right  that  thou  mouldit  wed  the  Main, 
Heav'n,  as  a  Gage,  would  call  iome  pretious  thing, 
And  therefore  doom'd  that  Law/on  ihould  be  flam. 

XXI. 
Lawfon  amongft  the  foremoft  met  his  Fate, 

Whom  Sea-green  Sirens  from  the  Rocks  lament ; 
Thus  as  an  Off 'ring  for  the  Grecian  State, 
He  firft  was  kill'd,  who  firft  to  Battle  went. 

XXII. 
f  Their  Chief  blown  up,  in  Air,  not  Waves,  expir'd, 

To  which  his  Pride  prefum'd  to  give  the  Law  : 
The  Dutch  confefs'd  Heav'n  prefent,  and  retir'd, 
And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  Ocean  faw. 

XXIII. 

To  neareft  Ports  their  fhatter'd   Ships  repair, 
Where  by  our  dreadful  Cannon  they  lay   aw'd  : 

f  The  Admiral  of  Holland, 

Si 
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So  reverently  Men  quit  the  open  Air, 

When  Thunder  fpeaks  the  angry  Gods  abroad. 

XXIV. 
*  And  now  approached  their  Fleet  from  India  fraught, 

With  all  the  Riches  of  the  Rifmg  Sun  : 
And  pretious  Sand  (e)  from  Southern  Climates  brought, 

The  fatal  Regions  where  the  War  begun. 

XXV. 
Like  hunted  Caftors,  confcious  of  their  Store, 

Their  way-laid  Wealth  to  Norway's  Coafts  they  bring : 
There  firft  the  North's  cold  Bofom  Spices  bore, 

And  Winter  brooded  on  the  Eaftern  Spring. 

XXVI. 
By  the  rich  Scent  we  found  our  perfum'd  Prey, 

Which,  flank'd  with  Rocks,  did  clofe  in  Covert  lie: 
And  round  about  their  murd'ring  Cannon  lay, 

At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  the  Eye. 

XXVII. 
Fiercer  than  Cannon,  and  than  Rocks  more  hard, 

The  Englifo  undertake  th'  unequal  War  : 
Seven  Ships  alone,  by  which  the  Port  is  barr'd, 

Befiege  the  Indies*  and  all  Denmark  dare. 

XXVIII. 
Thefe  fight  like  Husbands,  but  like  Lovers  thofe  : 

Thcfe  fain  would  keep,  and  thofe  more  fain  enjoy : 
And  to  fuch  Height  their  frantick  Paflion  grows, 

That  what  both  love,  both  hazard  to  deiboy. 

XXIX. 
Amidfl  whole  heaps  of  Spices  lights  a  Ball, 

And  now  their  Odours  anrTd  againft  them  fly: 
Some  pretioufly  by  fhatterM  Porcelain  fall, 

And  fome  by  Aromatick  Splinters  die. 

*  The  Attempt  at  Berghen. 
(e)  StHtbtrn  Clii»*ttt]  Guinea* 

XXX.  And 
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And  though  by  Tempefts  of  the  Prize  bereft, 
In  HeavVs  Inclemency  fome  Eafe  we  find  : 

Our  Foes  we  vanquifh'd  by  our  Valour  left, 
And  only  yielded  to  the  Seas  and  Wind. 

xxxr. 

Nor  wholly  loft  we  fo  deferv'd  a  Prey  ; 

For  Storms,  repenting,  part  of  it  reftor'd: 
Which,  as  a  Tribute  from  the  Baltick  Sea, 

The  Britifi  Ocean  fent  her  mighty  Lord. 

XXXII. 
Go,  Mortals,  now,  and  vex  yourfelves  in  vain 

For  Wealth,  which  fo  uncertainly  muft  come  : 
When  what  was  brought  fo  far,  and  with  fuch  Pain, 

Was  only  kept  to  loie  it  nearer  home. 

XXXIII. 
The  Son,  who,  twice  three  Months  on  th'  Ocean  toft, 

Prepar'd  to  tell  what  he  had  pafsM  before, 
Now  lees  in  Englijh  Ships  the  Holland  Coaft, 

And  Parents  Arms,  in  vain,  ftretch'd  from  the  Shore, 

XXXIV. 
This  careful  Husband  had  been  long  away, 

Whom  his  chafte  Wife  and  little  Children  mourn  ; 
Who  on  their  Fingers  learn'd  to  tell  the  Day, 

On  which  their  Father  promised  to  return. 

XXXV. 
(f)  Such  are  the  proud  Defigns  of  human-kind, 

And  fo  we  fuffer  Shipwreck  every  where  ! 
Alas,  what  Port  can  fuch  a  Pilot  find, 

Who  in  the  Night  of  Fate  muft  blindly  fteer  ? 


(f)  s»cb  aret  &c.]   From  Petronius  j   Si  beue  calculum  po» 
aas,  wbi^uc  fit  naufraium. 


xxxvr- 
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The  undiftlnguilVd  Seeds  of  Good  and  111 

Heav'n,  in  his  Bofom,  from  our  Knowledge  hides; 

And  draws  them  in  contempt  of  human  Skill, 
Which  oft,  for  Friends,  miitaken  Foes  provides, 

xxxvn. 

Let  Munfters  Prelate  ever  be  accurft, 

In  whom  we  feek  the  (g)  German  Faith  in  vain  : 
Alas,  that  he  mould  teach  the  E  ngli/b  firft, 

That  Fraud  and  Avarice  in  the  Church  could  reign  ! 

XXXVIII. 
Happy,  who  never  truft  a  Stranger's  Will, 

Whole  Friendfhip's  in  his  Intereft  underftood  f 
Since  Money  giv'n  but  tempts  him  to  be  ill, 
When  Pow'r  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good, 

XXXIX. 
'Till  now,  alone  the  Mighty  Nations  ftrove  ; 

The  reft,  at  gaze,  without  the  Lifts  did  ftand  : 
And  *  threatning  France,  plac'd  like  a  painted  Jovt, 
Kept  idle  Thunder  in  his  lifted  Hand.  » 

XL. 

That  Eunuch  Guardian  of  rich  Hollands  Trade, 
Who  envies  us  what  he  wants  Pow'r  t'  enjoy  ; 
Whofe  noifeful  Valour  does  no  Foe  invade, 
And  weak  Afiiilance  will  his  Friends  deftroy. 

XLI. 
Offended  that  we  fought  without  his  Leave, 

He  takes  this  time  his  fecret  Hate  to  mew  : 
Which  Charles  does  with  a  Mind  fo  calm  receive, 
As  one  that  neither  feeks,  nor  fhuns  his  Foe. 


(^)  The  German  Faith.']  Tacitus  faith  «f  them,  Nullos  mor- 
talium  fide  aut  armis  ante  Geimanos  eiTe. 
*  WAT  dtdar'd  fy  Fraace. 

XLII.  With 
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XLII. 
With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite  : 

France  as  their  Tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  Slave. 
But  when  with  one  three  Nations  join  to  fight, 

They  filently  confefs  that  one  more  brave. 

XLIII. 
Lewis  had  chas'd  the  Englijb  from  his  Shore  J 

Bat  Charles  the  French  as  Subjects  does  invite  s 
Would  Heav'n  for  each  fome  Solomon  reftore, 

Who,  by  their  Mercy,  may  decide  their  Right. 

XLIV. 
Were  Subjects  fo  but  only  by  their  Choice, 

And  not  from  Birth  did  forc'd  Dominion  take, 
Our  Prince  alone  would  have  the  publick  Voice ; 

And  all  his  Neighbours  Realms  would  Deierts  make. 

XLV. 
He  without  Fear  a  dangerous  War  purfues, 

Which  without  Rafhnefs  he  began  before. 
As  Honour  made  him  firft  the  Danger  choofe, 

£o  Hill  he  makes  it  good  on  Virtue's  fcorc. 

XLVI. 
The  doubled  Charge  his  Subjects  Love  fupplies, 

Who,  in  that  Bouncy,  to  themfelves  are  kind : 
So  glad  jfiSgyptians  fee  their  Nilus  rife, 

And  in  his  Plenty  their  Abundance  find. 

XLVII. 

With  equal  Pow*r  he  does  *  two  Chiefs  create, 
Two  iuch  as  each  feem'd  worthieft  when  alone  * 

Each  able  to  fuftain  a  Nation's  Fate, 

Since  both  had  found  a  greater  in  their  own. 
XLVIII. 

"Both  great  in  Courage,  Conduct,  and  in  Fame, 
Yet  neither  envious  of  the  other's  Praife  ; 


*  Princt  Rupert  and  Dttke  Albemaile  fent  to  $<*, 

Their 
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Their  Duty,  Faith,  and  Int'reft  too  the  fame, 
Like  mighty  Partners  equally  they  raife. 
XLIX. 

The  Prince  long  time  had  courted  Fortune's  Love, 
But  once  pofleiVd  did  abfolutely  reign  : 

Thus  with  their  Ama^ns  the  Heroes  ih'ove, 

And  conquer'd  firfl  thofe  Beauties  they  would  gain, 

L. 
The  Duke  beheld,  like  Scipio,  with  Difdain, 

That  Carthage,  which  he  ruin'd,  rife  once  more  j 
And  ihook  aloft  the  Fafces  of  the  Main, 
To  fright  thofe  Slaves  with  what  they  felt  before. 

LI. 
Together  to  the  watry  Camp  they  hade, 

Whom  Matrons  paffing  to  their  Children  fliew : 
Infants  firft  Vows  for  them  to  Heav'n  are  caft, 
And  (b)  future  People  blefs  them  as  they  go, 

LII. 
With  them  no  riotous  Pomp,  nor  AJittn  Train, 

T'  infec~l  a  Navy  with  their  gaudy  Fears ; 
To  make  flow  Fights,  and  Victories  but  vain; 
But  War,  feverely,  like  it  felf,  appears. 

LIII. 
Diffufive  of  themfelves,  where'er  they  pafs, 

They  make  that  Warmth  in  others  they  expect  \ 
Their  Valour  works  like  Bodies  on  a  Glafs, 
And  does  its  Image  on  their  Men  project. 

LIV. 

f  Our  Fleet  divides,  and  ftraight  the  Dutcb  appear, 
In  numbsr,  and  a  fam'd  Commander,  bold  : 

(/;)  Future  People]  Exarnina  infantium  futuruf^ue  populus* 

Pltn.  }na.  in  Paneg.  ad  Traj. 
t  Duke  of  Aibemaile'/  B4ttlttfirjl  Dajr. 
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The  narrow  Seas  can  fcarce  their  Navy  bear, 
Or  crowded  Veflels  can  their  Soldiers  hold. 

LV. 
The  Duke,  lefs  numerous,  but  in  Courage  more, 

On  Wings  of  ail  the  Winds  to  Combat  flics : 
His  murd'ring  Guns  a  loud  Defiance  roar, 
And  bloody  Crofles  on  his  Flag-ftaffs  rife. 

LVI. 
Both  furl  their  Sails,  and  itrip  them  for  the  Fight; 

Their  folded  Sheets  difmifs  the  ufelefs  Air  : 
(/')  Th'  Elean  Plains  could  boait  no  nobler  fight, 
When  ilruggling  Champions  did  their  Bodies  bare. 

LVII. 
Born  each  by  other  in  a  diitant  Line, 

The  Sea-built  Forts  in  dreadful  order  move  : 
So  vaftthe  Noife,  as  if  not  Fleets  did  join, 

(k]  But  Lands  unfix'd,  and  floating  Nations  (trove* 

LVIII. 
Now  pafs'd,  on  either  fide  they  nimbly  tack  ; 

Both  flrive  to  intercept  and  guide  the  Wind  :  j 
And,  in  its  Eye,  more  clofely  they  come  back, 
To  finifh  all  the  Deaths  they  left  behind. 

LIX. 

On  high-rais'd  Decks  the  haughty  Belgians  ride, 
Beneath  whofe  Shade  our  humble  Frigats  go  : 
Such  port  the  Elephant  bears,  and  fo  defy'd 
By  the  Rhinoceros  her  unequal  Foe. 

LX. 

And  aa  the  Built,  fo  difr  'rent  is  the  Fight ; 
Their  mounting  Shot  is  on  our  Sails  defign'd  : 

(j)  Th'  Elean  &c.]  Where  the  Qlymptck.  Garnet  were  cetebrattd. 
(k  )  Land  unfixed}  From  Virgil :  Credas  innate  icvulfa-s  Cy- 
cladas,  dye. 

Deep 
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Deep  in  their  Hulls  our  deadly  Bullets  light, 
And  through  the  yielding  Planks  a  pafTage  find. 

LXI. 
Our  dreaded  Admiral  from  far  they  threat, 

Whofe  batter'd  Rigging  their  whole  War  receives : 
All  bare,  like  fome  old  Oak  which  Tempefts  beat, 
He  (lands,  and  fees  below  his  fcatter'd  Leaves. 

LXII. 

Heroes  of  old,  when  wounded,  Shelter  fought ; 
But  he,  who  meets  all  Danger  with  Difdain, 
E'en  in  their  Face  his  Ship  to  Anchor  brought, 
And  Steeple-high  flood  propt  upon  the  Main. 

LXIJI. 
At  this  excefs  of  Courage,  all  amazed, 

The  foremoil  of  his  Foes  a- while  withdraw  : 
With  fuch  refpecl  in  enter'd  Rome  they  gazM, 
Who  on  high  Chairs  the  God-like  Fathers  faw, 

LXIV. 
And  now,  as  where  Patroclu^  Body  lay, 

Here  Trojan  Chiefs  advanced,  and  there  the  Greek  \ 
Ours  o'er  the  Duke  their  pious  Wings  difplay, 
And  theirs  the  nobleft  Spoils  of  Britain  feek. 

LXV. 
Mean- time,  his  bufy  Mariners  he  haftes, 

His  (hatter'd  Sails  with  Rigging  to  reflore ; 
And  willing  Pines  afcend  his  broken  Marts, 
Whofe  lofty  Heads  rife  iv'gher  than  before. 

LXVI. 
Straight  to  the  Dutch  he  turns  his  dreadful  Prow, 

More  fierce  th'  important  Quarrel  fo  decide  : 
Like  Swans,  in  long  array  his  Veffels  fhow, 
Whofe  Crefls,  advancing,  do  the  Waves  divide. 

LXVII. 

They  charge,  re-charge,  and  all  along  the  Sea 
They  drive,  ?.nd  fquandcr  the  hug;e  Befaian  Fleet. 

PC--. 
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Berkley  alone,  who  neareil  Danger  lay, 

Did  a  like  Fate  with  loft  Creufa  meet. 

LXVJII. 
The  Night  comes  on,  we  eager  to  purfue 

The  Combat  ftill,  and  they  aftiam'd  to  leave  : 
Till  the  laft  Streaks  of  dying  Day  withdrew, 

And  doubtful  Moon-light  did  our  Rage  deceive. 

LXIX. 
In  th'  EngHJh  Fleet  each  Ship  refounds  with  Joy, 

And  loud  Applaufe  of  their  great  Leader's  Fame : 
In  fiery  Dreams  the  Dutch  they  ftill  deft roy, 

And,  ilumbering,  fmile  at  the  imagin'd  Flame. 

LXX. 
Not  fo  the  Holland  Fleet,  who,  tir'd  and  done, 

Stretch'd  on  their  Decks  like  weary  Oxen  lie  : 
Faint  Sweats  all  down  their  mighty  Members  run, 

(Vaft  Bulks  which  little  Souls  but  ill  f apply.) 

Lxxr. 

In  Dreams  they  fearful  Precipices  tread, 

Or,  Shipwreck'd,  labour  to  fome  diftaitt  Shore  : 

Or  in  dark  Churches  walk  among  the  Dead ; 

They  wake  with  Horror,  and  dare  fleep  no  more* 
LXXU. 

*  The  Morn  they  look  on  with  unwilling  Eyes, 
'Till,  from  their  Main- top,  joyful  News  they  hear 

Of  Ships,  which  by  their  mould  bring  new  Supplies, 

^  And  in  their  Colours  Belgian  Lions  bear. 

Lxxirr. 

Our  watchful  General  had  difcern'd,  from  far, 
This  mighty  Succour  which  made  glad  the  Foe : 

He  figh'd,  but,  like  a  father  of  the  War, 

(I)  His  Face  fpake  Hope,  while  deep  his  Sorrows  flow. 

*  Second  Day's  Battle. 

{/)  Hn  F4«,  &c]  spem  vultu  fimular,  prcmit  alto  cordc  do- 
Yirg. 

LXXIV. 
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LXXIV. 
His  wounded  Men  he  firft  fends  off  to  Shore, 

Never,  'till,  now  unwilling  to  obey  : 
They,  not  their  Wounds,  but  want  of  Strength  deplore, 
And  think  them  happy,  who  with  him  can  flay. 

LXXV. 

Then,  to  the  reft,  Rejoice,  faid  he,  to-day  ; 
In  you  the  Fortune  of  Great  Britain  lies : 
Among  fo  brave  a  People,  you  are  they, 

Whom  Heav'n  has  chofe  to  fight  for  fuch  a  Prize.' 

LXXVI. 
If  Number  Englijb  Courages  could  quell, 

We  mould  at  firft  have  fhun'd,  not  met,  our  Foes ; 
Whofe  numerous  Sails  the  Fearful  only  tell  : 

Courage  from  Hearts,  and  not  from  Numbers  grows. 

LXXVI  I. 
He  faid ;  nor  needed  more  to  fay  :  with  ha  fie 

To  their  known  Stations  chearfully  they  go  i 
And  all  at  once,  difdaining  to  be  laft, 
Solicit  every  Gale  to  meet  the  Foe. 

LXXVI  1 1. 
Kor  did  th'  encourag'd  Belgian]  Icng  delay, 

But  bold  in  others,  not  themfelves,  they  flood  : 
So  thick,  our  Navy  fcarce  could  fleer  their  way, 
But  feem'd  to  wander  in  a  moving  Wood. 

LXXIX. 
Our  little  Fleet  was  now  engag'd  fo  far, 

That,  like  the  Sword-Fifh  in  the  Whale,  they  fought: 
The  Combat  only  feem'd  a  Civil  War, 

'Till  through  their  Bowels  we  our  Paffrge  wrought. 

LXXX. 
Never  had  Valour,  no  not  ours,  before, 

Done  ought  like  this  upon  the  Land  or  Main, 
Where  not  to  be  o'ercome  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  Coiwjuefls  former  Kings  did  gain. 

LXXXI. 
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The  mighty  Ghofts  of  our  great  Harries  rofe, 

And  armed  Edwards  look'd,  with  anxious  Eyes, 
To  fee  this  Fleet  among  unequal  Foes, 

By  which  Fatepromis'd  them  their  Cbarhs  mould  rile. 

LXXXII. 
Mean-time  the  Belgians  tack  upon  our  Rear, 

And  raking  Chafe-guns  through  our  Sterns  they  fend : 
Clofe  by,  their  Fire-fnips,  like  Jackals,  appear, 
Who  on  their  Lions  for  the  Prey  attend. 

LXXXIII. 
Silent  in  Smoke  of  Cannon  they  come  on  : 

(Such  Vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide  :) 
In  thefe  the  height  of  pleas'd  Revenge  is  fhewn, 
Who  burn  contented  by  another's  fide. 

LXXXIV. 

Sometimes,  from  fighting  Squadrons  of  each  Fleet, 
Deceived  themfeives,  or  to  prefer ve  fome  Friend, 
Two  grapling  sEtna's  on  the  Ocean  meet, 

AndEng/i/&  Fires  with  Belgian  Flames  contend. 

LXXXV. 
Now,  at  each  tack,  our  little  Fleet  grows  lefs  ; 

And,  like  maim'd  Fowl,  fwim  lagging  on  the  Main : 
Their  greater  Lofs  their  Numbers  fcarce  confefs, 
While  they  lofe  cheaper  than  the  Engtfo  gain. 

LXXXVI. 
Have  you  not  feen,  when,  whittled  from  the  Fift, 

Some  Falcon  floops  at  what  her  Eye  defign'd, 
And  with  her  Eagernefs  the  Quarry  mifs'd, 

Straight  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down  the  Wind  ? 

LXXXVI  f. 
The  daftard  Crow,  that  to  the  Wood  made  Wing, 

And  fees  the  Groves  no  Shelter  can  afford, 

With  her  loud  Kaws  her  Craven  kind  doc*  bring, 

Who.  fafe  in  Number?,  cuff  the  noble  Bird. 
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Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarle  did  fare  : 

He  could  not  conquer,  and  difdain'd  to  flic  ; 
Paft  hope  of  Safety,  'twas  hislateft  care, 

Like  falling  C<efar,  decently  to  die. 

LXXXIX. 
Yet  Pity  did  his  manly  Spirit  move, 

To  fee  thofe  perifti  who  fo  well  had  fought; 
And,  generoufly,  with  his  Defpair  he  flrove, 

RefolvM  to  live  'till  he  their  Safety  wrought. 

XC. 
Let  other  Mufes  write  his  profp'rous  Fate, 

Of  conquer'd  Nations  tell,  and  Kings  reftor'd  : 
But  mine  fliall  fing  of  his  eclips'd  Eftate, 

Which,  like  the  Sun's,  more  Wonders  docs  afford. 

XCI. 
He  drew  his  mighty  Frigats  all  before, 

On  which  the  Foe  his  fruitlefs  Force  employs : 
His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  Rear  he  bore, 

Remote  from  Guns,  as  Sick  Men  from  the  Noife. 

,  xcn. 

His  fiery  Cannon  did  their  PaiTage  guide, 

And  following  Smoke  obfcur'd  them  from  the  Foe : 

Thus  Ifrael  fafe  from  the  Egyptian's  Pride, 
By  flaming  Pillars,  and  by  Clouds  did  go. 
XCUI. 

Elfewhere  the  Belgian  Force  we  did  defeat, 
But  here  our  Courages  did  theirs  fubdue  : 

So  Xenopbon  once  led  that  fanvd  Retreat, 
Which  firfl  the  Afian  Empire  overthrew. 
XCIV. 

The  Foe  approacVd ;  and  one,  for  his  bold  Sin, 
Was  funk ;  as  he  that  touch'd  the  Ark  was  {lain :  ^ 
VOL.  I.  £  The 
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The  wild  Waves  mafter'd  him,  and  fuck'd  him  in, 
And  {mil ing  Eddies  dimpled  on  the  Main. 

xcv. 

This  fern,  the  reft  at  awful  Diilance  flood ; 

As  if  they  had  been  there  as  Servants  fet, 
To  flay,  or  to  go  on,  as  he  thought  good, 

And  not  purfue,  but  wait  on  his  Retreat. 

XCVI. 
So  Lilian  Huntfmen,  on  fome  fandy  Plain, 

From  fliady  Coverts  rouz'd,   the  Lion  chace  : 
The  Kingly  Beaft  roars  out  with  loud  difdain, 

(m)  And  flowly  moves,  unknowing  to  give  place. 

XCVII. 
But  if  fome  one  approach  to  dare  his  Force, 

He  fwings  his  Tail,  and  fwiftly  turns  him  round ; 
With  one  Paw  feizes  on  his  trembling  Horfe, 

And  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground. 

xcvn  r. 

Amidft  thefe  Toils  fucceeds  the  balmy  Night ; 

Now  hifling  Waters  the  quench'd  Guns  reftore ; 
(n)  And  weary  Waves,  withdrawing  from  the  Fight, 

Lie  lull'd  and  panting  on  the  filent  Shore. 

XCIX. 
The  Moon  (hone  clear  on  the  becalmed  Flood, 

Where  while  her  Beams  like  glitt'ring  Silver  play, 
Upon  the  Deck  our  careful  General  flood, 

And  deeply  musM  on  the  (o)  fucceeding  Day. 


(m)  The  Simile  is  Virgil'*}    Veftigia  retro  impropcrata  refert 

frc. 

(«)  Weary  Waves. 
From  Statius  Sylv.  Nee  trucibus  fluviis  idem  fonus  j  occidit 

horor 

jEquoris,  antennis  raarra  acclinata  quiefcunt. 
(»)  The  thir4  of  June,  famout  for  two  former  Vittortes, 

C.  That 
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That  happy  Sun,  faid  he,  will  rife  again, 
Who  twice  victorious  did  our  Navy  fee  : 

And  I  alone  mud  view  him  rife  in  vain, 
Without  one  Ray  of  all  his  Star  for  me. 

cr. 

Yet,  like  an  Englijb  Gen'ral  will  I  die, 

And  all  the  Ocean  make  my  fpacious  Grave  : 
Women  and  Cowards  on  the  Land  may  lie  ; 

The  Sea's  a  Tomb  that's  proper  for  the  Brave. 

CII. 
Reftlefs  he  pafsM  the  Remnant  of  the  Night, 

'Till  the  frefli  Air  proclaimed  the  Morning  nigh : 
And  burning  Ships,  the  Martyrs  of  the  Fight, 

With  paler  Fires  beheld  the  Eaftern  Sky. 

cm. 

But  now,  his  Stores  of  Ammunition  fpent, 

His  naked  Valour  is  his  only  Guard  : 
*  Rare  Thunders  are  from  his  dumb  Cannon  fent, 

And  folitary  Guns  are  fcarcely  heard. 

CIV. 
Thus  far  had  Fortune  Povv'r,  he  forc'd  to  flay, 

Nor  longer  durfl  with  Virtue  be  at  Strife  : 
This,  as  a  Ranfom,  Albemarle  did  pay, 

For  all  the  Glories  of  fo  great  a  Life. 

CV. 
For  now  brave  Rupert  from  afar  appears, 

Whofe  waving  Streamers  the  glad  General  knows: 
With  full-fpread  Sails  his  eager  Navy  fleers, 

And  evVy  Ship  in  fwift  Proportion  grows. 
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The  anxious  Prince  had  heard  the  Cannon  long, 

And  from  that  length  of  time  dire  Omens  drew 
Of  Englijb  overmatch'd,  and  Dutch  too  flrong, 

Who  never  fought  three  Days,  but  to  purfue. 

CVII. 
Then,  as  an  Eagle,  who,  with  pious  Care, 

Was  beating  widely  on  the  Wing  for  Prey, 
To  her  now  filent  Eiry  does  repair, 

And  finds  her  callow  Infants  forc'd  away  : 

cvnr. 

Stung  with  her  Love,  ihe  (loops  upon  the  Plain, 

The  broken  Air  loud  whittling  as  fhe  flies  : 
She  flops,  and  liftens,  and  moots  forth  again, 
And  guides  her  Pinions  by  her  Young  ones  Cries, 

CIX. 

With  fuch  kind  Paflion  haftes  the  Prince  to  fight, 
And  fpreads  his  flying  Canvafs  to  the  Sound  : 
Him,  whom  no  Danger,  were  he  there,  could  fright, 
Now,  abfent,  every  little  Noife  can  wound. 

CX. 
As,  in  a  Drought,  the  thirfty  Creatures  cry, 

And  gape  upon  the  gather'd  Clouds  for  Rain  ; 
And  firftthc  Martlet  meets  it  in  the  Sky, 

And,  with  wet  Wings,  joys  all  the  feather'd  Train. 

CXI. 

With  fuch  glad  Hearts  did  our  defpairing  Men 
Salute  th'  Appearance  of  the  Prince's  Fleet ; 
And  each  ambitioufly  would  claim  the  Ken, 
That  with  firfl  Eyes  did  diftant  Safety  meet. 

CXII. 

The  Dutch,  who  came  like  greedy  Hinds  before, 
To  reap  the  Harveil  their  ripe  Ears  did  yield, 

Now 
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Now  look  like  thofe,  when  rowling  Thunders  roar, 
And  Sheets  of  Lightning  blaft  the  Handing  Field. 

cxnr. 

Full  in  the  Prince's  Paflage,  Hills  of  Sand, 

And  dang'rous  Flats,  in  fecret  Ambufti  lay, 
Where  the  falfe  Tides  skim  o'er  the  covered  Land, 

And  Sea-men  with  difTembled  Depths  betray. 

CXIV. 
The  wily  Dutch,  who,  like  fall'n  Angels,  fear'd 

This  new  MeJfiaKs  coming,  there  did  wait, 
And  round  the  Verge  their  braving  Veflels  fleer'd, 

To  tempt  his  Courage  with  fo  fair  a  Bait. 

cxv. 

But  he,  unmov'd,  contemns  their  idle  Threat, 

Secure  of  Fame  whene'er  he  pleafe  to  fight: 
His  cold  Experience  tempers  all  his  Heat, 

And  inbred  Worth  doth  bpafting  Valour  flight. 

CXVI. 
Heroick  Virtue  did  his  Adions  guide, 

And  he  theSubflance  not  th'  Appearance  chofe: 
To  refcue  one  fuch  Friend  he  took  more  Pride, 

Than  to  deftroy  whole  Thoufands  of  fuch  Foes. 

CXVII. 
But,  when  approached,  in  ftricl  Embraces  bound, 

Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow : 
He  joys  to  have  his  Friend  in  Safety  found, 

Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  Friend  would  owe. 

CXVIII. 
The  chearful  Soldiers ,  with  new  Stores  fupply'd, 

Now  long  to  execute  their  fpleenful  Will  ; 
And,  in  Revenge  for  thofe  three  Days  they  try'd, 

Wiih  one,  like  Jo/hucCs,  when  the  Sun  flood  Hill. 

E  3  "CXIX, 
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Thus  re  inforc'd,  againft  the  adverfe  Fleet, 

Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Rupert  leads  the  way  : 

•f-  ,  With  the  firft  Biufhes  of  the  Morn  they  meet, 
And  bring  Night  back  upon  the  new-born  Day. 

cxx. 

His  Prefence  Toon  blows  up  the  kindling  Fight, 

And  his  loud  Guns  fpeak  thick  like  angry  Men  : 
It  feem'd  as  Slaughter  had  been  breath'd  all  Night, 

And  Death  new  pointed  his  dull  Dart  agen. 

CXXI. 
The  'Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  Conduct  knew, 

And  matchlefs  Courage,  fmce  the  former  Fight  : 
Whofe  Navy  like  a  ftiff-ftretch'd  Cord  did  (hew, 

'Till  he  bore  in,  and  bent  them  into  Flight. 

cxxn. 

The  Wind  he  fhares,  while  half  their  Fleet  offends 

His  open  Side,  and  high  above  him  ihows  : 
Upon  the  reft  at  Pleafure  he  defcends, 

And,  doubly  harm'd,  he  double  Harms  bellows. 

CXXIIJ. 
Behind,  the  Gen'ral  mends  his  weary  Pace, 

And  fullenly  to  his  Revenge  he  fails  : 
(p)  S°  glides  fome  troden  Serpent  on  the  Grafs, 

And  long  behind  his  wounded  Volume  trails. 

CXXIV. 
Th'  increafing  Sound  is  born  to  either  Shore, 

And  for  their  Stakes  the  throwing  Nations  fear  : 
Their  Pafiions  double  with  the  Cannons  roar, 

And  with  warm  Wifnes  each  Man  combats  there. 

^ 

f  Fourth  Day's  Battle. 
(/>)  S«  glides,  &C- 

from  Virgil.  Quummedii  nexus  extremsque  agmma  caudae 
Solvuiitur  5  taidofque  tiahit  finus  ultimus  erbes. 

CXXY. 
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Ply'd  thick  and  clofc  as  when  the  Fight  begun, 
Their  huge  unwieldy  Navy  wades  away  : 

So  iicken  Waining  Moons  too  near  the  Sun, 
And  blunt  their  Crefcents  on  the  Edge  of  Day. 

cxxvr. 

And  now  reduc'd  on  equal  Terms  to  fight, 

Their  Ships  like  wafted  Patrimonies  fhowj 
Where  the  thin  featuring  Trees  admit  the  Light, 

And  Ihun  each  other's  Shadows  as  they  grow. 

CXXVII. 
The  warlike  Prince  had  fever'd  from  the  reft      \ 

Two  giant  Ships,  the  Pride  of  all  the  Main ; 
Which,  with  his  one,  fo  vigoroufly  he  prefs'd, 

And  flew  fo  home,  they  could  not  rife  again. 

CXXVIII. 
Already  batter'd,  by  his  Lee  they  lay, 

In  vain  upon  the  paffing  Winds  they  call  : 
The  paffing  Winds  through  their  torn  Canvafs  play, 

And  flagging  Sails  on  heartlefs  Sailors  falL 

CXXIX. 
Their  open'd  Sides  receive  a  gloomy  Light, 

Dreadful  as  Day  let  into  Shades  below  : 
Without,  grim  Death  rides  barefacM  in  their  Sight, 

And  urges  entering  Billows  as  they  flow. 

cxxx. 

When  one  dire  Shot,  the  laft  they  could  fupply, 
Clofe  by  the  Board  the  Prince's  Main-maft  bore  j 

All  three,  now  helplefs,  by  each  other  lie, 
And  this  offends  not,  and  thofe  fear  no  more. 

cxxxr. 

So  have  I  feen  fome  fearful  Hare  maintain 
A  Courfe,  'till  tir'd  before  the  Dog  (he  lay  : 

E  4  Who, 
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Who,  ftretch'd  behind  her,  pants  upon  the  Plain, 

Paft  Pow'r  to  kill,  as  me  to  get  away. 

CXXXII. 
With  his  loll'd  Tongue  he  faintly  licks  his  Prey  ,- 

His  warm  Breath  blows  her  Flix  up  as  (he  lies  j 
She,  trembling,  creeps  upon  the  Ground  away, 

And  looks  back  to  him  with  befeeching  Eyes. 

CXXXIII. 
The  Prince  unjuflly  does  his  Stars  accufe, 

Which  hinderM  him  to  pufh  his  Fortune  on  j 
For  what  they  to  his  Courage  did  rcfufe, 

By  mortal  Valour  never  muft  be  done, 

CXXXIV. 
This  lucky  Hour  the  wife  Batavian  takes* 

And  warns  his  tatterM  Fleet  to  follow  home : 
Proud  to  have  fo  got  off  with  equal  Stakes, 

(q)  Where  'twas  a  Triumph  not  to  be  o'ercome. 

cxxxv. 

The  General's  Force  as  kept  alive  by  Flight, 

Now  not  oppos'd,  no  longer  can  purfue  : 
Lafting  'till  Heav'n  had  done  his  Courage  Right ; 

When  he  had  conquer'd,  he  his  Weaknefs  knew. 

CXXXVL 
He  cafls  a  Frown  on  the  departing  Foe, 

And  fighs  to  fee  him  quit  the  watry  Field: 
His  ilern  nx'd  Eyes  no  Satisfaction  mow, 

For  all  the  Glories  which  the  Fight  did  yield. 

CXXXVII. 
Though,  as  when  Fiends  did  Miracles  avow, 

He  flands  confefs'd  e'en  by  the  boaflful  Dutch  : 


)  From  Horace,  Qiios  opiraus  fallere  &  effugere  eft  tri- 
umphus- 

He 
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He  only  does  his  Conqueft  difavovv, 

And  thinks  too  little  what  they  found  too  much. 

CXXXVIII. 
Returned,  he  with  the  Fleet  refolv'd  to  (lay  ; 

No  tender  Thoughts  of  Home  his  Heart  divide  : 
Domeftick  Joys  and  Cares  he  puts  away ;  • 

For  Realms  are  Hou  (holds  which  the  Great  mufl  guide. 

CXXXIX. 
As  thofe,  who  unripe  Veins  in  Mines  explore, 

On  the  rich  Bed  again  the  warm  Turf  lay, 
'Till  Time  digeits  the  yet  imperfeft  Ore, 
And  know  it  will  be  Gold  another  Day  : 

CXL. 
So  looks  our  Monarch  on  this  early  Fight, 

Th'  Eflay,  and  Rudiments  of  great  Succefs: 
Which  all-maturing  time  muft.  bring  to  Light, 

While  he,  likeHeav'n,  does  each  Day's  Labour  blefs. 

CXLI. 
Heav'n  ended  not  the  firft  or  fecond  Day, 

Yet  each  was  perfect  to  the  Work  defignM : 
GoJ  and  Kings  work,  when  they  their  Work  furvey, 
.A  paflive  Aptnefs  in  all  Subjects  find. 

CXLll. 
*  In  burdened  VeiTels,  firft,  with  fpeedy  Care, 

His  plenteous  Stores  do  fcalbn'd  Timber  fend: 
Thither  the  brawny  Carpenters  repair, 

And,  as  the  Surgeons  of  maim'd  Ships,  attend. 

CXLIII. 

With  Cord  and  Canvafs  from  rich  Hamburgh  fent, 
His  Navies  molted  Wings  he  imps  once  more : 
Tall  Norway  Fir  their  Mails  in  Battle  fpent, 

And  Englijb  Oak  fprung  Leaks  and  Planks  reftore. 


His  Mijcfty  repairs  the  Fleet' 

E  5  CXLIV, 
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CXLIV. 

All  Hands  employ'd  (r)  the  Royal  Work  grows  warm  : 

Like  laboring  Bees  on  a  long  Summer's  Day, 
Some  found  the  Trumpet  for  the  reft  to  fwarm, 

And  fomeon  Bells  of  tailed  Lilies  play. 

CXLV. 
With  glewy  Wax  fome  new  Foundations  lay 

Of  Virgin-combs,  which  from  the  Roof  are  hung  5 
Some  arm'd  within  Doors  upon  Duty  llay, 

Or  tend  the  Sick,  or  educate  the  Young. 

CXLVI. 
So  here,  fome  pick  out  Bullets  from  the  Sides, 

Some  drive  old  Okum  through  each  Seam  and  Rifts 
Their  left  Hand  does  the  Calking  Iron  guide, 

The  ratling  Mallet  with  the  Right  they  lift. 

CXLVII. 
With  boiling  Pitch  another  near  at  Hand 

(From  friendly  Sweden  brought)  the  Seams  Mops  : 
Which  well  laid  o'er  the  fait  Sea  Waves  withftand, 

And  makes  them  from  the  rifmg  Beak  in  Drops. 

CXLVIII. 
Some  the  gall'd  Ropes  with  dawby  Marling  bind, 

Or  fear  cloth  Mafts  with  ftrong  Tarpawling  Coats  : 
To  try  new  Shrouds  one  mounts  into  the  Wind, 

And  one,  below,  their  Eafe  or  Stiffnefs  notes. 

CXLIX. 
Our  careful  Monarch  ftands  in  Perfon  by, 

Hisnew-caft  Cannons  Firmnefs  to  explore  : 
The  Strength  of  big-corn'd  Powder  loves  to  try, 

And  Ball  and  Cartrige  forts  for  every  Bore. 


FciVCt  opus  :  The  fame  fimiiitHdc  in  Virgil. 

CL. 
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Each  Day  brings  frefh  Supplies  of  Arms  and  Men, 

And  Ships  which  all  lait  Winter  were  abroad  ; 
And  fuch  as  fitted  fince  the  Fight  had  been, 

Or  new  from  Stocks,  were  fallen  into  the  Road. 

CLI. 
*  The  goodly  London  in  her  gallant  Trim, 

ThePhfenix  Daughter  of  the  vanim'd  old, 
Like  a  rich  Bride  does  to  tne  Ocean  fwim, 

And  on  her  Shadow  rides  in  floating  Gold. 

CLII. 
Her  Flag  aloft  fpread  ruffling  to  the  Wind, 

And  (anguine  Streamers  feem  the  Flood  to  fire  : 
The  Weaver,  charm* d  with  what  his  Loom  defign'd, 

Goes  on  to  Sea,  and  knows  not  to  retire. 

CLIlf. 
With  roomy  Decks  ;  her  Cans  of  mighty  Strength, 

Whofe  low-laid  Mouths  each  mounting  Billow  laves : 
Deep  in  her  Draught,  and  warlike  in  her  Length, 

She  feems  a  Sea-wafp  flying  on  the  Waves. 

CLIV. 
This  martial  Prefent,  pioufly  defign'd, 

The  Loyal  City  gave  their  beft-Iov'd  King  : 
And  with  a  Bounty  ample  as  the  Wind, 

Built,  fitted  and  maintain'd,  to  aid  him  bring. 

CLV. 
•}•  By  viewing  Nature,  Nature's  Hand-maid,  Art 

Makes  mighty  things  from  fmall  Beginnings  grow  : 
Thus  Fifties  firft  to  Shipping  did  impart, 

Their  Tail  the  Rudder,  and  their  Head  the  Prow. 


*  Loyal  London  defcriLrd. 

"j*  Digrejfion  (onterning  Shining  And  Navigation, 

CLVI. 
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CLVI. 

Some  Log,  perhaps,  upon  the  Waters  f\vam, 
An  ufelefs  Drift,  which,  rudely  cut  within, 
And  hollovv'd,  firfta  floating  Trough  became, 
Andcrofs  fome  Riv'let  PaiTage  did  begin. 

CLVI1. 
In  (hipping  fuch  as  this,  the  Irijb  Kernf 

And  untaught  Indian,  on  the  Stream  did  glide  : 
Ere  fharp-keel'd  Boats  to  ftem  the  Flood  did  learn, 
Or  fin-like  Oars  did  fpread  from  either  fide. 

CLVIII. 
Add  but  a  Sail,  and  Saturn  fo  appear'd, 

When,  from  loft  Empire,  he  to  Exile  went, 
And  with  the  Golden  Age  to  Tyber  fteer'd, 

Where  Coin  and  firft  Commerce  he  did  invent. 

CLIX. 

Rude  as  their  Ships  was  Navigation  then ; 
No  ufeful  Compafs  or  Meridian  known  ; 
Coafting,  they  kept  the  Land  within  their  Ken, 
And  knew  no  North  but  when  the  Pole- liar  mone. 

CLX. 
Of  all  who  fince  have  usM  the  open  Sea, 

Than  the  bold  EngKJh  none  more  Fame  have  won  : 
(f)  Beyond  the  Year,  and  out  of  Heav'n's  high -way, 
They  make  Difcoveries  where  they  fee  no  Sun. 

CLXI. 
But,  what  fo  long  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 

By  poor  Mankind's  benighted  Wit  is  fought, 
Shall  in  this  Age  to  Britain  firft  be  mown, 
And  hence  be  to  admiring  Nations  taught. 

CLXIL 

The  Ebbs  of  Tides,  and  their  myfterious  Flow, 
We,  as  Arts  Elements,  {hall  underftand, 

(/)  Extra  anni  folifquevias-  F/rg.  - 

And 
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And  as  by  Line  upon  the  Ocean  go, 

Whofe  Paths  (hall  be  familiar  as  the  Land, 

CLXIII. 
( t]  Inftrufted  Ships  fliall  fail  to  quick  Commerce, 

By  which  remoteit  Regions  are  ally'd  ; 
V/hich  makes  one  City  of  the  Univerfe  ; 

Where  fome  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  fupply'd. 

CLXIV. 
Then  we  upon  our  Globe's  laft  Verge  mail  go, 

And  view  the  Ocean  leaning  on  the  Sky : 
From  thence  oar  rolling  Neighbours  we  (hall  know, 

And  on  the  Lunar  World  fecurely  pry. 

CLXV. 
This  I  fcretel,  from  *  youraufpicious  Care, 

Who  great  in  fearch  of  God  and  Nature  grow; 
Who  belt  your  wife  Creator's  Praife  declare, 

Since  bell  to  praife  his  Works  is  belt  to  know. 

CLXVI. 
O  truly  Royal !  who  behold  the  Law 

And  Rule  of  Beings  in  your  Maker's  Mind  : 
And  thence,  like  Limbecks,  rich  Ideas  draw, 

To  fit  the  levell'd  Ufe  of  Human-kind. 

CLXVII. 
But  firftthe  Toils  of  War  we  muft  endure, 

And  from  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the  Seas. 
War  makes  the  Valiant  of  his  Right  fecure, 

And  gives  up  Fraud  to  be  chaftis'd  with  Eafe. 

CLXV  II F. 
Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  Coaft, 

Whofe  Fleet  more  mighty  ev'ry  Day  became 
By  late  Succefs,  which  they  did  falfly  boaft, 

And  now,  by  firft  appearing,  feem'd  to  claim. 

j(  r  )  By  a,  mart  txaff  Meafure  of  Longitude, 
he  to  the  Royal  Society, 

CLXIX. 
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CLXIX. 
Defigning,  Subtle,  Diligent,  and  Clofe, 

The:  knew  to  manage  War  with  wife  Delay  t 
Yet  all  tiiofe  ^.«rt3  their  Vanity  dia  crofs, 

And,  'by  their  Fj-ide,  thdr  Prudence  did  betray. 

CLAX. 
Nor  flaid  the  Englifi  long ;  bat,  well  fupply'd, 

Appear  as  num'rou;  as  th'  infulting  Foe  : 
The  Combat  now  by  Courage  mull  be  try'd, 

And  theSuccefs  the  braver  Nation  mow. 

CLxxr. 

There  was  the  Plymouth  Squadron  now  come  in, 
Which  in  the  Straits  lait  Winter  was  abroad  ; 

Which  twice  on  Bifcaf*  working  Bay  had  been, 
And  on  the  Mid-land  Sea  the  French  had  aw'd. 

CLXXII. 

Old  expert  Allen  t  Loy^l  all  along, 

Fam'd  for  his  Action  on  the  Smyrna  Fleet : 
And  Holmes,  whofe  Name  lhall  live  in  Epick  Song, 

While  Mufick  Numbers,  or  while  Verfe  has  Feet. 

CLXXIII. 
Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  GenVals  Fight; 

Whofiril  bewitch'd  our  Eyes  with  Guinea  Gold  : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Romans  fight 

The  tempting  Fruits  of  A/rick  did  unfold. 

CLXXiV.    . 
With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave, 

Whom  his  high  Courage  to  Command  had  brought  : 
Harman,  who  did  the  twice-fir'd  Harry  fave, 
And  in  his  burning  Ship  undaunted  fought. 

CLXXV. 
Young  Hollis,  on  a  Mufe  by  Mars  begot, 

Born,  Cafor-tike,  to  write  and  acl  great  Deeds  : 

Impatient 
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Impatient  to  revenge  his  fatal  Shot, 
His  Right-hand  doubly  to  his  Left  fucceeds. 

CLXXVJ. 
Thoufands  were  there  in  darker  Fame  that  dwell, 

Whofe  Deeds  fome  nobler  Poem  fhall  adorn  : 
And,  though  to  me  unknown,  they,   fure,  fought  well, 
Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  Biitift  born. 

CLXXVII. 
Of  every  fize  an  hundred  fighting  Sail  : 

So  vail  the  Navy  now  at  Anchor  rides, 
That  underneath  it  the  prcfs'd  Waters  fail, 

And,  with  its  Weight,  it  moulders  off  the  Tides. 

CLXXVIII. 
Now  Anchors  weighed,  the  Seamen  (bout  fo  fhrill, 

That  Heav'n  and  Earth,  and  the  wide  Ocean  rings  ? 
A  Breeze  from  Wcftward  waits  their  Sails  to  fill, 
And  reils,  in  thofe  high  Beds,  his  downy  Wings. 

CLXXIX. 

The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  Storm  forefaw, 
And  durll  not  bide  it  on  the  Engli/h  Coaft : 
Behind  their  treach'rous  Shallows  they  withdraw, 
And  there  lay  Snares  to  catch  the  Brilijk  Hoft. 

CLXXX. 
So  the  falfe  Spider,  when  her  Nets  are  fpread, 

Deep  ambufn'd  in  her  filent  Den  does  lie  : 
And  feels,  far  off,  the  trembling  of  her  Thread, 
Whofe  filmy  Cord  mould  bind  the  ftruggfing  Fly. 

CLXXXI. 
Then,  if,  at  laft,  me  find'  him  faft  befet, 

She  iffues  forth,  and  runs  along  her  Loom : 
She  joys  to  touch  the  Captive  in  her  Net, 

And  drags  the  little  Wretch  Jn  triumph  horns. 

•CLXXXII. 

The  Belgians  hop'd,  that,  with  diforder'd  hafte, 
Our  deep-cut  Keels  upon  the  Sands  might  run  : 

Or, 
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Or,  if  with  caution  leifurely  were  paft, 

Their  numerous  Grofs  might  charge  us  one  by  one, 

CLXXXIII. 
But,  With  a  Fore-wind  pufhing  them  above, 

Andfwelling  Tide  that  heav'd  them  from  below, 
O'er  the  blind  Flats  our  warlike  Squadrons  move, 

And,  with  fpread  Sails,  to  welcome  Battle  go. 

CLXXXIV. 
It  feem'd  as  there  the  "Britl/h  Neptune  flood, 

With  all  his  Hofls  of  Waters  at  Command, 
Beneath  them  to  fubmit  th'  officious  Flood  i 

(u)  And,  with  his  Trident,  (hov'd  them  offthe  Sand. 

CLXXXV. 
To  the  pale  Foes  they  Suddenly  draw  near, 

And  fummon  them  to  unexpected  Fight  : 
They  ikrtlike  Murderers,  when  Gholis  appear, 

And  draw  their  Curtains  in  the  dead  of  Night. 

CLXXXVI. 

*  Now  Van  to  Van  the  fore  moft  Squadrons  meet, 

The  midmoft  Battles  haftning  up  behind  : 
Who  view,   far  off,  the  Storm  of  falling  Sleet, 

And  hear  their  Thunder  rattling  in  the  Wind. 

CLXXXVII. 
At  length  the  adverfe  Admirals  appear  ; 

The  two  bold  Champions  of  each  Country*s  Right  : 
Their  Eyes  defcribe  the  Lifts  as  they  come  near, 

And  draw  the  Lines  of  Death  before  they  fight. 

CLXXXVIII. 
The  Diftance  judg'd  for  Shot  of  ev'ry  fize, 

The  Linftocks  touch,  the  pond'rous  Ball  expires  s 
The  vigorous  Sea  man  every  Port-hole  plies, 

And  adds  his  Heart  to  every  Gun  he  fires. 


levat  ipfcTndenti, 


Xt  vaftas  apeiit  Syrtes,  frc,      Virg. 

*  Second  BAttU.  CLXXXIX. 
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CLXXXIX. 

Fierce  was  the  Fight  on  the  proud  'Belgians  fide, 

For  Honour,  which  they  fcldom  fought  before  : 
But  now  they  by  their  own  vain  Boafls  were  ty'd, 

And  forc'd,  at  leail  in  Ihew,  to  prize  it  more. 

CXC. 
But  fharp  Remembrance  on  the  Englijh  part, 

And  Shame  of  being  match'd  by  fuch  a  Foe, 
Rouze  confcious  Virtue  up  in  ev'ry  Heart, 

(w)  And  feeming  to  be  ilronger  makes  them  To. 

cxcr. 

Nor  long  the  Belgians  could  that  Fleet  fuftain, 
Which  did  two  Gen'rals  Fates,  and  Ceefar\  bear  : 

Each  feveral  Ship  a  Viclory  did  gain, 
As  Rupert  or  as  dllemarle  were  there. 

cxcn. 

Their  batter'd  Admiral  too  foon  withdrew, 

Unthank'd  by  ours  for  his  unfinifh'd  Fight  : 
But  he  the  Minds  of  his  Dutch  Mailers  knew, 

Whoeall'd  that  Providence  which  we  cali'd  Flight, 

CXCIII. 
Never  did  Men  more  joyfully  -obey, 

Or  fooner  underftood  the  Sign  to  flic  : 
With  fuch  Alacrity  they  bore  away, 

As  if  to  praife  them  All  the  States  flood  by. 

CXCIV. 
O  famous  Leader  of  the  Belgian  Fleet, 

Thy  Monument  infcrib'd  fuch  Praife  mail  wear, 
As  Varro,  timely  flying,  once  did  meet, 

Becaufe  he  did  not  of  his  'Rome  defpair. 

CXCV. 
Behold  that  Navy,  which,  a  while  before, 

Provok'd  the  tardy  Englijb  clofe  to  fight  ; 


(u>)  -  Poffunt,  quia  poffe  videotur.          -  Virg 

Now 
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Now  draw  their  beaten  Veflels  clofe  to  Shore, 
As  I^arkslie  dar'd  to  fhun  the  Hobbies  flight. 

CXCVI. 

Who-e'er  would  Englfo  Monuments  furvey, 
In  other  Records  may  our  Courage  know  : 
But  let  them  hide  the  Story  of  this  Day, 

Whofe  Fame  was  blemim'd  by  too  bafe  a  Foe. 

CXCVIL 
Or  if  too  bufily  they  will  enquire 

Into  a  Vi&ory ,  which  we  difdain  ; 
Then  let  them  know,  the  Belgians  did  retire 
(x)  Before  the  Patron  Saint  of  injur'd  Spain. 

CXCVIIF. 
.Repenting  England  this  revengeful  Day 

(jfj  To  Philips  Manes  did  an  OfF'ring  bring  : 
England,  which  firft,  by  leading  them  aftray, 
Hatch'd  up  Rebellion  to  deftroy  her  King. 

CXCIX. 
Our  Fathers  bent  their  baneful  Induftry, 

To  check  a  Monarchy  that  ilowly  grew  ; 
But  did  not  France  or  Holland* §  Fate  forefee, 
Whofe  rifmg  Pow'r  to  fwift  Dominion  flew. 

CC. 
In  Fortune's  Empire  blindly  thus  we  go, 

And  wander  after  pathlefs  Deiliny  ; 
Whofe  dark  reforts  fmce  Prudence  cannot  know, 
In  vain  it  would  provide  for  what  mail  be. 

CCI. 

But  what-e'er  Engli/h  to  the  Blefs'd  mall  go, 
And  the  fourth  Harry  or  firft  Orange  meet ; 

(x)  Patron  Saint}   St.  James,  en  whofe  Day   this   Viftory  -wtt 

gAintd- 
(>)  Philip**  MuHei"]  Philip  the  Second  of  Spain,  agAinft  whom 

the  Hollanders  rebelling^  were  aided  l>j  ^fteen  Elizabeth. 

Find 
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Find  kixt  difowning  of  a  Bourbon  Foe, 

And  blm  detailing  a  Bata-vian  fleet. 

CCII. 
Now  on  their  Coafts  our  conqu'nng  Navy  rides, 

Way-Jays  their  Merchants,  and  their  Land  befets  j 
Each  Day  new  Wealth  without  their  Care  provides  j 

They  lie  afleep  with  Prizes  in  their  Nets. 

CCI1I. 
So  clofe  behind  fome  Promontory  lie 

The  huge  Leviathans,  t'  attend  their  Prey  j 
And  give  no  Chace,  but  fwallow  in  the  Frie, 

Which  through  their  gaping  Jaws  iniilake  the  way. 

CCIV. 
Nor  was  this  all :  *  In  Ports  and  Roads  remote, 

Deftruftive  Fires  among  whole  Fleets  we  fend  ; 
Triumphant  Flames  upon  the  Water  float, 

And  out- bound  Ships  at  Home  their  Voyage  end. 

ccv. 

Thofe  various  Squadrons,  varioufly  defignM, 

Each  Veffel  freighted  withafeveral  Lead, 
Each  Squadron  waiting  for  a  feveral  Wind, 

All  find  but  one,  to  burn  them  in  the  Road. 

CCVI. 
Some,  bound  for  Guinea,  golden  Sand  to  find, 

Bore  all  the  Gauds  the  fimple  Natives  wear  : 
Some,  for  the  Pride  of  Turkijb  Courts  defign'd, 

For  folded  Turbants  fineft  Holland  bear. 

ccyn. 

Some  Engli/h  Wool,  vexM  in  a  Belgian  Loom, 
And  into  Cloth  of  fpungy  foftnefs  made, 

Did  into  France  or  colder  Denmark  doom, 
To  ruin  with  worfe  Ware  oar  Staple  Trade. 


•*  Bttrnint  oftht  Fleet,  in  the  Vly,  h  •S'/V 

ccv 
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CCVIII. 

Our  greedy  Seamen  rummage  every  Hold, 

Smile  on  the  Booty  of  each  wealthier  Cheft  j 
And,  as  the  Priefts,  who  with  their  Gods  make  bold, 

Take  what  they  like,  and  facrifice  the  reft. 

CC1X. 
*  But  ah -f  how  unflncere  are  all  our  Joys  !  [$tav  : 

Which,  fent  from  Heav'n,  like  Light'ning  make  no 
Their  palling  Tafle  the  Journey's  Length  deftroys, 

Or  Grief,  fent  Poft,  overtakes  them  on  the  way. 

CCX. 
Swell'd  with  our  late  Succeffes  on  the  Foe, 

Which  France  and  Holland  wanted  Pow'r  to  crofs, 
We  urge  an  unfeen  Fate  to  lay  us  low, 

And  feed  their  envious  Eyes  with  Englffl  Lofs. 

ecxi. 

Each  Element  his  dread  Command  obeys, 

Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  Smile  or  Frown ; 
Who,  as  by  one  he  did  our  Nation  raife, 

So,  now,  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

CCXM. 
Yet,  London ,  Emprefs  of  the  Northern  Clime, 

By  an  high  Fate  thou  greatly  didft  expire  j 
( z)  Great  as  the  World's,  which,  at  the  Death  of  Time, 

Muft  fall,  and  rife  a  nobler  Frame  by  Fire. 

CCXIII. 
As  when  fome  dire  Ufurper  Heav'n  provides, 

To  fcourge  his  Country  with  a  lawlefs  Sway  ; 
His  Birth,  perhaps,  fome  petty  Village  hides, 

And  fets  his  Cradle  out  of  Fortune's  way. 


*  Tranfition  to  the  fire  of  London. 

(zj)    Quura    mare,    quurn  tcllus,   correptaque   regia    Call 
Aidcat,  &c.    Oiid. 

CCXIV. 
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CCXIV. 

'Till  fully  ripe,  his  fwelling  Fate  breaks  our, 
And  hurries  him  to  mighty  Mifchiefs  on  : 

His  Prince,  furpriz'd  at  firft,  no  111  could  doubt, 
And  wants  the  Pow'r  to  meet  it  when  'tis  known. 

ccxv. 

Such  was  the  Rife  of  this  prodigious  Fire, 

Which,  in  mean  Buildings  firft  obfcurely  bred, 
Fjrom  thence  did  foon  to  open  Streets  afpire, 

And  iiraight  to  Palaces  and  Temples  fpread. 

CCXVI. 
The  diligence  of  Trades  and  noifeful  Gain, 

And  Luxury,  more  late,  afleep  were  laid  : 
All  was  the  Night's,  and,  in  her  filent  reign, 

No  Sound  the  reft  of  Nature  did  invade. 

CCXVII. 
In  this  deep  Quiet,  from  what  Source  unknown, 

Thofe  Seeds  of  Fire  their  fatal  Birth  difclofe  ; 
And,  firft,  few  featuring  Sparks  about  were  blown, 

Big  with  the  Flames  that  to  our  Ruin  rofe. 

CCXVIII. 
Then  in  fome  clofe-pent  Room  it  crept  along, 

And,  mouldring  as  it  went,  in  filence  fed  ; 
'Till  th'  Infant  Monfter,  with  devouring  ftrong, 

Walk'd  boldly  upright  with  exalted  Head. 

CCXIX. 
Now,  like  fome  richer  mighty  Murderer, 

Too  great  for  Prifon,  which  he  breaks  with  Gold  ; 
Who  fi  efher  for  new  michiefs  does  appear, 

And  dares  the  World  to  tax  him  with  the  old : 

ccxx. 

So  fcapes  th'  infulting  Fire  his  narrow  Jail, 
And  makes  fmall  out-lets  into  open  Air  : 

There  the  fierce  Winds  his  tender  Force  aflail, 
And  beat  him  downward  to  his  firft  repair. 

CCXXI. 
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(«)  The  Winds,  like  crafty  Courtezans,  withheld 
His  Flames  from  burning,  but  to  blow  them  more  : 

And,  every  frem  -Attempt,  he  is  repell'd 
With  faint  Denials,  weaker  than  before. 

CCXXIL 

And  now,  no  longer  letted  of  his  Prey, 

He  leaps  up  at  it  with  enrag'd  Defire  ; 
O'erlooks  the  Neighbours  with  a  wide  Survey, 
And  nods  at  ev'ry  Houfe  his  threatning  Fire. 

CCXXIII. 
The  Ghofts  of  Traitors  from  the  Bridge  defcend, 

With  bold  Fanatick  Spectres  to  rejoice  : 
About  the  Fire  into  a  Dance  they  bend, 
And  fing  their  Sabbath  Notes  with  feeble  Voice. 

CCXXIV. 
Our  Guardian  Angel  faw  them  where  they  fate 

Above  the  Palace  of  our  flumb'ring  King  : 
He  figh'd,  abandoning  his  Charge  to  Fate, 

And,  drooping,  oft  look'd  back  upon  the  Wing. 

ccxxv. 

At  length,  the  crackling  Noife  and  dreadful  Blaze 

Call'd  up fome waking  Lover  to  the  fight; 
And  long  it  was  ere  he  the  reft  could  raife, 

Whofe  heavy  Eyelids  yet  were  full  of  Night. 

CCXXVI. 
The  next  to  Danger,  hot  purfu'd  by  Fate, 

Halfcloth'd,  half-naked,  haftily  retire  : 
And  frighted  Mothers  ftrike  their  Breafts,  too  late, 

For  helplefs  Infants  left  amidft  the  Fire. 

CCXXVIf. 
Their  Cries  foon  waken  all  the  Dwellers  near  ; 

Now  murmuring  Noifes  rife  in  evVy  Street  : 

(*)  Like   crafty,  &c]  Hxc  artc  traftabat  cupidum  viium,  ne 
illius  animum  inopia  accenderet. 

The 
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The  more  remote  run  Humbling  with  their  fear, 

And,  in  the  dark,  Men  jufllc  as  they  meet. 

CCXXVIII. 
So  weary  Bees  in  little  Cells  repofe  : 

But,  if  Night-Robbers  lift  the  well-flor'd  Hive, 
An  humming  through  their  waxen  City  grows, 

And  out  upon  each  other's  Wings  they  drive. 

CCXXIX. 
Now  Streets  grow  throng' d  and  bufy  as  by  Day: 

Some  run  for  Buckets  to  the  hallow'd  Quire  : 
Some  cut  the  Pipes,  and  fome  the  Engines  play  ; 

And  fome  more  bold  mount  Ladders  to  the  £ire. 

ccxxx. 

In  vain  :  For,  from  the  Eaft,  a  Belgian  Wind 

His  hoftile  Breath  through  the  dry  Rafters  fent ; 
The  Flames  impelled  foon  left  their  Foes  behind, 

And  forward,  with  a  wanton  Fury,  went. 

CCXXXL 
A  Key  of  Fire  ran  all  along  the  Shore, 

[b]  And  lightened  all  the  River  with  a  Blaze : 
The  waken' d  Tides  began  again  to  roar, 

And  wond'ring  Fim  in  mining  Waters  gaze. 

CCXXXII. 
Old  Father  names  rais'd  up  his  Rev'rend  Head, 

But  fcar'd  the  Fate  of  Simois  would  return  : 
Deep  in  his  Ooze  he  fought  his  fedgy  Bed, 

And  fhrunk  his  Waters  back  into  his  Urn. 

ccxxxni. 

The  Fire,  mean- time,  walks  in  a  broader  grofs ; 

To  eithen  Hand  his  Wings  he  opens  wide  : 
He  wades  the  Streets,  and  ftraight  he  reaches  crofs, 

And  plays  his  longing  Flames  on  th'  other  fide. 

(i)  Sigtca  igni  freta  lata  relucent.  virg. 

CCXXXIV. 
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CCXXXIV. 

At  firfl  they  warm,  then  fcorch,  and  then  they  take; 
Now  with  long  Necks  from  fide  to  fide  they  feed  ; 
At  length,  grown  ftrong,  their  Mother-fire  forfake, 
And  a  new  Colony  of  Flames  fucceed. 

CCXXXV. 
To  every  nobler  Portion  of  the  Town 

The  curling  Billows  roul  their  reftlefs  Tide  : 
In  Parties  now  they  ftraggle  up  and  down, 
As  Armies,  unoppos'd,  for  Prey  divide. 

CCXXXVI. 
One  mighty  Squadron,  with  a  Side-wind  fped, 

Through  narrow  Lanes  his  cumber'd  Fire  does  hafle, 
By  pow'rful  charms  of  Gold  and  Silver  led, 

The  Lombard  Bankers  and  the  Change  to  wafte. 

CCXXXVII. 
Another  backward  to  the  Tovjr  would  go, 

And  ilowly  eats  his  way  againft  the  Wind  : 
But  the  main  Body  of  the  marching  Foe 
Agairil  th'  Imperial  Palace  is  defignM. 

CCXXXVIII. 
Now  Day  appears,  and  with  the  Day  the  King, 

Whofe  early  Care  had  robb'd  him  of  his  Rdt : 
Far  off  the  Cracks  of  falling  Hoafes  ring, 

And  Shrieks  of  Subjedh  pierce  his  tender  Breaft. 

CCXXXIX, 
Near  as  he  draws,  thick  Harbingers  of  Smoke, 

With  gloomy  Pillars,  cover  all  the  Place  j 
Whofe  little  Intervals  of  Night  are  broke 
By  Sparks  that  drive  againil  his  Sacred  Face. 

CCXL. 

More  than  his  Guards  his  Sorrows  made  him  known , 
And  pious  Tears  which  dqwa  his  Cheeks  did  fliow'r  : 

The 


P  o  E  M  s  on  fever al  Occafions.         9  7 

The  Wretched  in  his  Grief  forgot  their  own  ; 

So  much  the  Pity  of  a  King  has  Pow'r. 

CCXLf. 
He  wept  the  Flames  of  what  he  lov'd  fo  well, 

And  what  fo  well  had  merited  his  Love  : 
For  never  Prince  in  Grace  did  more  excel, 

Or  Royal  City  more  in  Duty  drove. 

CCXLIf. 
Nor  with  an  idle  Care  did  he  behold  : 

(Subjects  may  grieve,  but  Monarchs  muft  redrefs  ;} 
He  chears  the  Fearful,  and  commends  the  Bold, 

And  makes  Defpairers  hope  for  good  Succefs. 

CCXLIII. 
Himfelf  directs  what  firft  is  to  be  done, 

And  orders  all  the  Succours  which  they  bring : 
The  Helpful  and  the  Good  about  him  run, 

And  form  an  Army  worthy  fuch  a  King. 

CCXLIV. 
He  fees  the  dire  Contagion  fpread  fo  fail, 

That,  where  it  feizes,  all  Relief  is  vain : 
And  therefore  muft  unwillingly  lay  wafte 

That  Country,  which  would,  elfe,  the  Foe  maintain. 

CCXLV. 
The  Powder  blows  up  all  before  the  Fire  : 

TrT  amazed  Flames  ftand  gathered  on  a  heap  j 
And  from  the  Precipice's  brink  retire, 

Afraid  to  venture  on  fo  large  a  leap. 

CCXLVI. 
Thus  fighting  Fires  a  while  thcmfelves  confume, 

But  ilraight,  like  Turks,  forc'd  on  to  win  or  die, 
They  firft  lay  tender  Bridges  of  their  fume, 

And  o'er  the  Breach  in  un&uous  Vapours  fly. 

CCXLVII. 
Part  Hay  for  Pafiage,  'till  a  guft  of  Wind 

Ships  o'er  their  Forces  in  a  mining  Sheet : 

VOL.  I.  F  Part 
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Part,  creeping  under  Ground,  their  Journey  blind, 
And  climbing  from  below,  their  Fellows  meet. 

CCXLVIII. 
Thus,  to  feme  defert  Plain,  or  old  Wood>fide, 

Dire  Night-hags  come  from  far,  to  dance  their  round  i 
And  o'er  broad  Rivers  on  their  Fiends  they  ride, 
Or  fweep  in  Clouds  above  the  blafled  Ground. 

CCXLIX. 
"No  help  avails :  For,  Hydra  like,  the  Fire 

Lifts  up  his  hundred  Heads,  to  aim  his  way  : 
And  icarce  the  Wealthy  can  one  half  retire, 
Before  he  rufhes  in  to  {hare  the  Prey. 

CCL. 
The  rich  grow  fuppliant,  and  the  poor  grow  proud  : 

Thofe  offer  mighty  Gain,  and  thefe  ask  more  : 
So  void  of  pity  is  th*  ignoble  Crowd, 

When  others  Ruin -may  increafe  their  Store. 

CCLI. 

As  thofe,  who  live  by  Shores,  with  Joy  behold 
Some  wealthy  Veffel  fplit  or  {handed  nigh  ; 
'And  from  the  Rocks,  leap  down  for  Shipwreck'd  Gold, 
And  feek  the  Tempefls  which  the  others  fly  : 

CCLII. 
So  thefe  but  wait  the  Owners  laft  Defpair, 

And  what's  permitted  to  the  Flames  invade  ; 
IL'en  from  their  Jaws  they  hungry  Morfels  tear, 
And,  on  their  Backs,  the  Spoils  of  Vulcan  lade. 

CCLI  II. 
The  Days  were  all  in  this  loll  Labour  fpent ; 

And  when  the  weary  King  gave  place  to  Night, 
His  Beams  he  to  his-Royal  Brother  lent, 
And  fo  ihone  ftill  in  his  reflective  Light. 

CCLIV. 
Night  came,  •  but  without  Darknefs  or  Repofe, 

jVdifmal  Piftureof  the  gen-'ral  Doom  j 

Where 
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Where  Souls  diftrafted,  when  the  Trumpet  blows, 
And  half  unready  with  their  Bodies,  come. 

CCLV. 
Thofe,  who  have  Homes,  when  Home  they  do  repair, 

To  a  laft  Lodging  call  thtir  wandVing  Friends ; 
Their  fhort  uneaiy  Sleeps  are  broke  with  Care, 
To  look  how  near  their  own  Detraction  tends. 

CCLVI. 
Thofe,  who  have  none,  fit  round  where  once  it  was, 

And  with  full  Eyes  each  wonted  Room  require : 
Haunting  the  yet  warm  Ames  of  the  Place, 
As  murdered  Men  walk  where  they  did  expire. 

CCLVII. 
Some  (Hr  up  Coals,  and  watch  the  Veflal  Fire, 

Others  in  vain  from  fight  of  Ruin  run  ; 
And,  while  through  burning  Lab'rinths  they  retire* 
With  loathing  Eyes  repeat  what  they  would  fhun. 

CCLVIII. 
The  moft,  in  Fields,  like  herded  Beafts,  lie  down, 

To  Dews  obnoxious,  en  the  graffy  Floor  ; 
And,  while  their  Babes  in  Sleep  their  Sorrows  drowft. 
Sad  Parents  watch  the  remnants  of  their  Store. 

CCLIX. 
While  by  the  Motion  of  the  Flames  they  guefs 

What  Streets  are  burning  now,  and  what  are  near, 
An  Infant,  waking,  to  the  Paps  would  prefs, 
And  meets,  infkad  of  Milk,  a  falling  Tear. 

CCLX. 
No  Thought  can  eafe  them  but  their  Sovereign's  Care, 

Whofe  Praife  th'  Affli&ed  as  their  Comfort  fmg : 
E'en  thofe,  whom  Want  might  drive  to  juft  Defpair, 
Think  Life's  a  BlefTmg  under  fuch  a  King . 

CCLX  I. 
Mean-time  he  fadly  fuffers  in  their  Grief, 

Out  weeps  an  Hermit,  and  out  prays  a  Saint : 

F2  All 
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All  the  long  Night  he  ftudies  their  Relief, 

How  they  may  be  fupply'd,  and  he  may  want. 

C'CLXIf. 

*  O  God,   faid  he,  thou  Patron  of  my  Days, 
Guide  of  my  Youth  in  Exile  and  Diftrefs  ! 
Who  me  unfriended  brcught'ft,  by  wond'rous  ways, 
The  Kingdom  of  my  Fathers  to  poflefs  : 

CCLXIII. 
Be  thou  my  Judge,  with  what  unwearied  Care 

I  iincehave  labour'd  for  my  People's  good  ; 
To  bind  theBruifes  of  a  Civil  War, 

And  flop  the  Iflues  of  their  wailing  Blood. 

CCLXIV. 
Thou,  who  haft  taught  me  to  forgive  the  III, 

And  recompenfe,  as  Friends,  the  Good  mif-led  ; 
Jf  Mercy  be  a  Precept  of  thy  Will, 
Return  that  Mercy  on  thy  Servant's  Head. 

CCLXV. 

Or,  if  my  heedlefs  Youth  has  ftep'd  aftray, 
Too  foon  forgetful  of  thy  gracious  Hand  ; 
On  me  alone  thy  juft  Difpleafure  lay, 
But  take  thy  Judgments  from  this  mourning  Land. 

CCLXVI. 
We  all  have  fmn'd,  and  thou  haft  laid  us  low, 

As  humble  Earth  from  whence  at  firft  we  came  : 
Like  flying  Shades  before  the  Clouds  we  mew, 
And  mrink  like  Parchment  in  confuming  Flame. 

CCLXVIF. 
O  let  it  be  enough  what  thou  haft  done  ; 

When  fpotted  Deaths  ranarnVd  through  ev'ry  Street, 
With  poifon'd  Darts,  which  not  the  Good  could  fhue, 
The  Speedy  could  out-fly,  or  Valiant  meet. 

CCLXVIII. 

The  living  few,  and  frequent  Funerals  then, 
Proclaimed  thy  Wrath  on  this  forfaken  Place  : 


An  si 
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And  now  thofe  few,  who  are  return'd  agen, 

Thy  fearching  Judgments  to  their  Dwellings  trace, 

CCLXIX. 
O  pafs  not,  Lord,  an  abfolute  Decree, 

Or  bind  thy  Sentence  unconditional : 
But  in  thy  Sentence  our  Remorfe  forefee, 

And,  in  that  Forefight,  this  thy  Doom  recal. 

CCLXX. 
Thy  Threatnings,  Lord,  as  thine,  thou  may' ft  revoke : 

But,  if  immutable  and  fix'd  they  ftand, 
Continue  ftill  thy  felf  to  give  the  Stroke, 

And  let  not  foreign  Foes  opprefs  thy  Land, 

CCLXXI. 

Th' Eternal  heard,  and  from  the  Heav'nly  Quire 
Chofe  out  the  Cherub  with  the  flaming  Sword  j 
And  bad  him  fwiftly  drive  th*  approaching  Fire 
From  where  our  Naval  Magazines  were  flor'd. 

CCLXXII. 
The  Bleffed  Minifler  his  Wings  difplay'd, 

And  like  a  mooting  Star  he  cleft  the  Night : 

He  charg'd  the  Flames,  and  thole  that  difobey'd 

He  lalh'd  to  Duty  with  his  Sword  of  Light. 

CCLXXIIL 
The  fugitive  Flames,  chaftis'd,  went  forth  to  prey 

On  pious  Structures,  by  our  Fathers  rearM  ; 
By  which  to  Heav'n  they  did  affect  the  way, 

Ere  Faith  in  Churchmen  without  Works  was  heard. 

CCLXXIV. 
The  wanting  Orphans  faw,  with  wat'ry  Eyes, 

Their  Founders  Charity  in  Duft  laid  low  5 
And  fent  to  God  their  ever-anfwer'd  Cries : 
For  he  protects  the  Poor  who  made  them  fo. 

CCLXXV. 

Nor  could  thy  Fabrick,  /Ws,  defend  thee  long, 
Though  thou  wert  Sacred  to  thy  Maker's  Praifc  : 

F  3  Though 
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Though  made  Immortal  by  a  Poet's  Song  ; 

And  Poets  Songs  the  Wjeban  Walls  could  raife. 

CCLXXVI. 
The  daring  Flames  peep'd  in,  and  faw  from  far 

The  awful  Beauties  of  the  facred  Quire  : 
But  fince  it  was  prophan'd  by  Civil  War, 

Heav'n  thought  it  fit  to  have  it  purgM  by  Fire* 

CCLXXVII. 
Now  down  the  narrow  Streets  it  fwiftly  came, 

And,  widely  opening,  did  on  both  fides  prey  i 
This  Benefit  we  fadly  owe  the  Flame, 

If  only  Ruin  mull  enlarge  our  way. 

ccLxxvin. 

And,  now,  four  Days  the  Sun  had  feenour  Woes  2 

Four  Nights  the  Moon  beheld  th'  inceffant  Fire: 
It  feem'd  as  if  the  Stars  more  fickly  rofe, 

And  farther  from  the  fev'rilh  North  retire. 

CCLXXIX. 
Jn  th*  Empyrean  Heav'n,  the  Bkfs'd  Abode, 

The  Thrones  and  the  Dominions  proftrate  lie* 
Not  daring  to  behold  their  angry  God  ; 

And  an  hufh'd  Silence  damps  the. tuneful  Sky, 

CCLXXX. 
At  length  th*  Almighty  caft  a  pitying  Eye, 

And  Mercy  foftly  touch'd  his  melting  Brcaft  s 
He  faw  the  Town's  one  half  in  Rubbilh  lie, 

And  eager  Flames  drive  on  to  florin  the  refl, 

CCLXXXI. 
An  hollow  cryftal  Pyramid  he  takes, 

In  firmamental  Waters  dipt  above ; 
Of  it  a  broad  Extinguimer  he  makes, 

Ajid  hoods  the  Flames  that  to  their  Quarry  ftrove. 

CCLXXXIL 
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CCLXXXII. 

The  vanquifh'd  Fires  withdraw  from  every  Place, 

Or,  full  with  feeding,  fink  into  a  Sleep  : 
Each  houfhold  Genius  ihews  again  his  Face, 

And  from  the  Hearths  the  little  Lares  creep. 

CCLXXXIII. 
Our  King  this  more  than  natural  Change  beholds  5 

With  fober  Joy  his  Heart  and  Eyes  abound  : 
To  the  All-good  his  lifted  Hands  he  folds, 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  Ground; 

CGLXXXIV. 
As  when  fharp  Frofts  had  long  conilrain'd  the  Earth, 

A  kindly  Thaw  unlocks  it  with  cold  Rain  ; 
And  firil  the  tender  Blade  peeps  up  to  Birth,      [Grain  3  ; 

And  flraight  the  green  Fields  laugh  with  promie'ck 

CCLXXXV. 
By  fuch  Degrees  the  fpreading  Gladnefs  grew 

In  every  Heart,  which  Fear  had  froze  before  : 
The  (landing  Streets  with  fo  much  Joy  they  view, 

That  with  lefs  Grief  the  Perifh'd  they  deplore.  . 

CCLXXXVI. 
The  Father  of  the  People  open'd  wide 

His  Stores,  and  all  the  Poor  with  Plenty  fed  : 
Thus  God's  Anointed  God's  own  Place  fupply'd,, 

And  fill'd  the  Empty  with  his  daily  Bread. 

CCLXXXVII. 
This  Royal  Bounty  brought  its  own  Reward, 

And  in  their  Minds  fo  deep  did  print  the  Senfe  ; 
That,  if  their  Ruins  fadly  they  regard, 

*Tis  but  with  Fear,  the  Sight  might  drive  him  thence* 

CCLXXXVIII. 
*  But  fo  may  he  live  long,  that  Town  to  fway, 

Which  by  his  Aufpice  they  will  nobler  make, 
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As  he  will  hatch  their  Afhes  by  his  Stay,. 

And  not  their  humble  Ruins  now  forfake. 

CCLXXXIX. 
They  have  not  loft  their  Loyalty  by  Fire  ; 

Nor  is  their  Courage  or  their  Wealth  fo  low, 
That  from  his  Wars  they  poorly  would  retire, 

Or  beg  the  Pity  of  a  vanquifh'd  Foe. 

ccxc. 

Not  with  more  Conflancy  the  Jews  of  old,. 

By  Cyrus  from  rewarded  Exile  fent, 
Their  Royal  City  did  in  Duft  behold, 

Or  with  more  Vigour  to  rebuild  it  went. 

CCXCI. 
The  utmoft  Malice  of  the  Stars  is  paft, 

And  two  dire  Comets,  which  havefcourg'd  theTown> 
In  their  own  Plague  and  Fire  have  breath'd  their  laft, 

Or,  dimly,  in  their  finking  Sockets  frown. 

CCXCII. 
Now  frequent  Trines  the  happier  Lights  among, 

And  high-rais'd  Jove  from  his  dark  Prifon  freed, 
(Thofe  Weights  took  off  that  on  his  Planet  hung) 

Will  glorioufly  the  new-laid  Works  fucceed. 

CCXCIII. 
Methinks  already,  from  this  Chymick  Flame, 

I  fee  a  City  of  more  precious  Mold  : 
Rich  as  the  Town  which  gives  the  (c)  Indies  Name, 

With  Silver  pav'd,  and  all  divine  with  Gold. 

CCXCIV. 
Already,  labouring  with  a  mighty  Fate, 

She  makes  the  Rubbifh  from  her  mounting  Brow,. 
And  feems  to  have  renewed  her  Charter's  date, 

Which  Heav'n  will  to  the  Death  of  Time  allow. 

(0   Mexico. 

CCXCY. 
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CCXCV. 

More  great  than  human,  now,  and  more  (d)  Augufl, 

New  deified  (he  from  her  Fires  does  rife  : 
Her  widening  Streets  on  new  Foundations  truft, 

And,  opening,  into  larger  Parts  me  flies. 

CCXCVI. 
Before,  me  like  fome  Shepherdefs  did  mow, 

Who  fat  to  bathe  her  by  a  River's  fide  ; 
Not  anfwering  to  her  Fame,  but  rude  and  low, 

Nor  taught  the  beauteous  Arts  of  modern  Pride. 

CCXCVII. 
Now,  like  a  Maiden  Queen,  me  will  behold, 

From  her  high  Turrets,  hourly  Suitors  come : 
The  Eaft  with  Incenfe,  and  the  Weft  with  Gold, 

Will  Hand,  like  Suppliants,  to  receive  her  Doom.1 

CCXCVIII. 
The  filent  Thames,  her  own  domeftick  Flood, 

Shall  bear  her  Veffels,  like  a  fweeping  Train  ; 
And  often  wind,  as  of  his  Miflrefs  proud, 

With  longing  Eyes  to  meet  her  Face  again. 

CCXCIX.      - 
The  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 

The  Glory  of  their  Towns  no  more  mall  boaft, 
And  Sein,  that  would  with  Belgian  Rivers  join, 

Shall  find  her  Luftre  ftain'd,  and  Traffick  loft. 

ccc. 

The  venturous  Merchant,  who  defign'd  more  far, 

And  touches  on  our  hofpitable  Shore, 
CharmM  with  the  Splendor  of  this  Northern  Star, 

Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more. 

CCCI. 
Our  powerful  Navy  mall  no  longer  meet, 

The  Wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invade  : 

(d)  Augufta,  the  old  Name  «f  London. 

F  5  The 
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The  Beauty  of  this  Town,  without  a  Fleet, 
From  all  the  World  (hall  vindicate  her  Trade. 
CCCII. 

And,  while  this  fam'd  Emporium  we  prepare, 
The  Eritijb  Ocean  (hall  fuch  Triumphs  boaft, 

That  thofe,  who  now  difdain  our  Trade  to  mare, 
Shall  rob  like  Pirates  on  our  wealthy  Coaft. 

occur, 

Already  we  have  conquer'd  half  the  War, 

And  the  lefs  dangerous  part  is  left  behind  : 
Our  Trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare, 

And  not  fo  great  to  Vanquifti  as  to  Find. 

CCCIV. 
Thus  to  the  Eaftern  Wealth  through  Storms  we  go> 

But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more  ; 
A  conftant  Trade-wind  will  fecurely  blow, 

And  gently  lay  us  on  the  Spicy  Shore. 

THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS: 

A  Funeral  Pindarick  POEM   Sacred  to  the 

Happy  Memory  of  King  CHARLES  IL 

Fortunati  Ambo  !  Jl  quid  mea  Carmina  poffunt, 
Jiulla  dies  unquam  memori  vos  eximet  awo.         Virg, 


I. 

THUS  long  my  Grief  has  kept  me  dumb  : 
Sure  there's  a  Lethargy  in  mighty  Woe  3 
Tears  ftand  congeal*d,  and  cannot  flow  ; 
And  the  fad  Soul  retires  into  her  inmoft  Room  : 
Tears,  for  a  Stroke  forefeen,  afford  Relief  j 
But,  unprovided  for  a  fudden  Blow, 
Like  Niole  we  Marble  grow  j 
And  petrify  with  Grief, 

Cur 
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Our  Briti/b  Heav'n  was  all  ferene  ; 
No  threatening  Cloud  was  nigh, 
Not  the  leaft  wrinkle  to  deform  the  Sky  : 
We  liv'd  as  unconcerned  and  happily, 
As  the  firft  Age  in  Nature's  golden  Scene. 

Supine  amidft  our  flowing  Store, 
We  flept  fecurely,  and  we  dreamt  of  more  ; 
When  fuddenly  the  Thunder-clap  was  heard  * 
It  took  us  unprepared,  and  out  of  guard, 

Already  loft  before  we  fear'd. 
Th'  amazing  News  of  Charles  at  once  was  fpreads 
At  once  the  general  Voice  declared, 

Our  gracious  Prince  teas  dead. 
No  Sicknefs  known  before,  no  flow  Difeafe, 

To  foften  Grief  by  juft  Degrees : 
But,  like  an  Hurricane  on  Indian  Seas, 

The  Tempeft  rofe  ,• 
An  unexpected  Burft  of  Woes; 
With  fcarce  a  breathing  fpace  betwixt, 
This  Now  becalm'd,  and  perilhing  the  next. 
As  if  great  Atlas  from  his  Height 
Shou'd  fink  beneath  his  heavenly  Weight, 
And,  with  a  mighty  Flaw,  the  flaming  Wall 

(  As  once  it  mall )  [this  nether  Ball  3 

ShouM  gape  immenfe,    and  rufhing  down  overwhelm 

So  fwift  and  fo  furprizing  was  our  Fear  : 
Our  Ada  s  fell  indeed ;  but  Hercules  was  near. 

II. 
His  Pious  Brother,  fure  the  beft 

Who  ever  bore  that  Name, 
Was  newly  rifen  from  his  Reit ; 

And,  with  a  fervent  Flame, 
His  ufual  Morning  Vows  had  juft  addreft 

Fer 
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For  his  dear  Sovereign's  Health  ; 
And  hop'd  to  have  'em  heard, 
In  long  increafe  of  Years, 
In  Honour,  Fame,  and  Wealth  : 

Guiltlefs  of  Greatnefs  thus  he  always  prayM, 
Nor  knew,  nor  wifh'd  thofe  Vows  he  made 
On  his  own  Head  ihou'd  be  repay'd. 
Soon  as  th'  ill-omen' d  Rumour  reach'd  his  Ear, 
(111  News  is  wing'd  with  Fate,  and  flies  apace) 
Who  can  defcribe  th'  Amazement  in  his  Face  ! 

Horror  in  all  his  Pomp  was  there, 
Mute  and  magnificent  without  a  Tear  ; 
And  then  the  Hero  firil  was  feen  to  fear. 
Half  unarray'd  he  ran  to  his  Relief, 
Sohafty  and  fo  artlefs  was  his  Grief : 
Approaching  Greatnefs  met  him  with  her  Charms- 

Of  Pow'r  and  future  State ; 
But  look'd  fo  ghaftly  in  a  Brother's  Fate, 

He  (hook  her  from  his  Arms. 
Arriv'd  within  the  mournful  Room,  he  faw 
God's  Image,  God's  Anointed,  lay  ; 
A  wild  Diftra&ion,  void  of  Awe, 
And  arbitrary  Grief  unbounded  by  a  Law  f 
Without  Motion,  Pulfe,  or  Breath, 
A  fenfelefs  Lump  of  facred  Clay, 

An  Image,  now,  of  Death  : 
Amidft  his  fad  Attendants  Groans  and  Cries  j 
The  Lines  of  that  ador'd,  forgiving  Face, 
Diftorted  from  their  Native  Grace  ; 
An  Iron  Slumber  fat  on  his  Majeftick  Eyes. 

The  Pious  Duke forbear,  audacious  Mufe, 

No  Terms,  thy  feeble  Art  can  ufe, 
Are  able  to  adorn  fo  vaft  a  Woe  : 
The  Grief  of  all  the  reft  like  Subject  grief  did  fhow  ; 

His 
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His  like  a  Sov' reign  did  tranfcend  ; 
No  Wife,  no  Brother,  fuch  a  Grief  cou'd  know, 
Nor  any  Name,  bat  Friend. 

III. 

O  wondrous  Changes  of  a  fatal  Scene, 
Still  varying  to  the  lafl  ! 
Heav'n,  though  its  hard  Decree  was  pail, 
Seem'd  pointing  to  a  gracious  Turn  agen  ; 
And  Death's  up-lifted  Arm  arrefled  in  its  hafte, 
Heav'n  half  repented  of  the  doom, 

And  almolt  griev'd  it  had  forefeen, 
What  by  Forefight  it  vvill'd  eternally  to  come, 
Mercy  above  did  hourly  plead 
For  her  Refemblance  here  below  ; 
And  mild  Forgivenefs  intercede 

To  flop  the  coming  Blow. 
New  Miracles  approached  th'  Etherial  Throne, 
Such  as  his  wond'rous  Life  had  oft  and  lately  known, 

And  urg'd  that  Hill  they  might  be  mown. 
On  Earth  his  pious  Brother  pray'd  and  vow'U, 
Renouncing  Greatnefs  at  fo  dear  a  rate, 

Himfelf  defending  what  hecou'd 
From  all  the  Glories  of  his  future  Fate. 
With  him  th*  innumerable  Croud 

Of  armed  Prayers 

Knock'd  at  the  Gates  of  Heav'n,  and  knock'd  aloud  ; 
The  firil  well-meaning  rude  Petitioners, 

All  for  his  life  affail'd  the  Throne, 
All  wou'd  have  brib-'d  the  Skies  by  offering  up  their  own, 
So  great  a  Throng  not  Heav'n  itfelf  cou'd  bar  ; 
'Twasalmoft  born  by  force,  as  in  the  Giants  War. 
The  Pray'rs,  at  leaft,  for  his  Reprieve  were  heard  ; 
His  Death,  like  He%,ekiah*st  was  dcferr'd  ; 

Again!* 
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Againft  the  Sun  the  Shadow  went  ; 
Five  Days,  thofe  five  Degrees,  were  lent 
To  form  our  Patience,  and  prepare  th1  Event. 
The  fecond  Caufes  took  the  fvvift  Command, 
The  Medicinal  Head,  the  ready  Hand, 
All  eager  to  perform  their  Part  ; 
All  but  Eternal  Doom  was  conquer'd  by  their  Art  s  • 
Once  more  the  fleeting  Soul  came  back 

T*  infpire  the  mortal  Frame, 
And  in  the  Body  took  a  doubtful  Stand, 
Doubtful  and  hov'ring  like  expiring  Flame, 
That  mounts  and  falls  by  turns,   and  trembles  o'er  the 
Brand. 

IV. 

The  joyful  fhort-liv'd  News,  foon  fpread  around, 
Took  the  fame  Train,  the  fame  impetuous  bound  : 
The  drooping  Town  in  Smiles  again  was  drefl  ; 

Gladnefs,  in  every  Face  expreft, 
Their  Eyes  before  their  Tongues  confeft. 
Men  met  each  other  with  ereded  Look, 
The  Steps  were  higher  that  they  took  5 
Each  to  congratulate  his  Friend  made  hafle, 
And  long  inveterate  Foes  faluted  as  they  paft. 
Above  the  reft  heroick  James  appeared, 
Exalted  more,  becaufe  he  more  had  fear'd  : 
His  manly  Heart,  whofe  noble  Pride 

Was  flill  above 

Diffembled  hate,  or  varnifh'd  Love, 
Its  more  than  common  Tranfport  cou'd  not  hide  ; 
But,  like  an  *  Eagre,  rode  in  Triumph  o'er  the  Tide. 
Thus,  in  alternate  courfe, 


*  ^in  Eagre  is  a  Vide  fw  filing  abovt  another  Tidtt 
my  felf  tbferved  «»  \ht  Rivtr  Ticnt. 

The 
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The  Tyrant  Paflions,  Hope  and  Fear, 

Did  in  extremes  appear, 
And  flafh'd  upon  the  Soul  with  equal  force* 
Thus,  at  half  Ebb,  a  rowling  Sea 
Returns,  and  wins  upon  the  Shore  ; 
The  watry  Herd,  affrighted  at  the  roar, 
Reft  on  their  Fins  a-vvhile,  and  flay, 
Then  backward  take  their  vvond'ring  way  : 
The  Prophet  wonders  more  than  they 
At  Prodigies  but  rarely  feen  before,  (fway. 

And  cries,  a  King  muft  fall,  or  Kingdoms  change  their 
Such  were  our  counter-tides  at  Land,  and  fo 

Prefaging  of  the  fatal  Blow, 
In  their  prodigious  Ebb  and  Flow. 
The  Royal  Soul,  that,  like  the  lab'ring  Moon, 

By  Charms  of  Art  was  hurried  down, 
ForcM  with  regret  to  leave  her  native  Sphere,, 
Came  but  a-while  on  liking  here  ; 
Soon  weary  of  the  painful  Strife, 
And  made  but  faint  EfTaysof  Life  : 
An  Evening  light, 
Soon  (hut  in  Night  ; 

A  flrong  Diftemper,  and  a  weak  Relief  j 
Short  Intervals  of  Joy,  and  long  Returns  of  Gri«f. 

V. 

The  Sons  of  Art  all  Med'cines  try'd, 
And  every  noble  Remedy  apply'd  ; 
With  Emulation  each  eflay'd 
His  utmoft  Skill ;  nay  more,  they  pray'd  : 
Was  never  lofing  Game  with  better  Conduct  play'd  j 
Death  never  won  a  Stake  with  greater  toil, 
Nor  e'er  was  Fate  fo  near  a  foil : 
But,  like  a  Fortrefs  on  a  Rock, 
Th'  impregnable  Difeafe  their  vain  Attempts  did  mock  : 

They 
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They  min'd  it  near  ;  they  batter'd  from  afar 
With  all  the  Cannon  of  the  Med'cinal  War : 

No  gentle  means  could  be  efTay'd  ; 
Twas  beyond  Parley  when  the  Siege  was  lay 'd: 

Th*  extremefl  ways  they  firft  ordain, 
Prefcribing  fuch  intolerable  Pain, 
As  none  but  C<efar  cou'd  fultain  : 
Undaunted  Cesfar  underwent 
The  Malice  of  their  Art,  nor  bent 
Beneath  what-e'er  their  pious  Rigour  coa'd  invent. 

In  five  fuch  Days  he  fuffer'd  more 
Than  any  fuffer'd  in  his  Reign  before  : 

More,  infinitely  more,  than  he 
Againft  the  worft  of  Rebels  cou'd  decree, 
A  Traitor,  or  twice-pardon'd  Enemy.* 
Now  Art  was  tir'd  without  Succefs; 
No  Racks  cou'd  make  the  Stubborn  Malady  confefs. 

The  vain  Infurancers  of  Life, 
And  they  who  moft  perform'd  and  promii'd  lefs, 
Ev'n  Short  and  Hobbes  forfook  th'  unequal  ftrife. 

Death  and  Defpair  was  in  their  Looks  ; 
No  longer  they  confult  their  Memories  or  Books ; 
Like  helplefs  Friends,  who  view  from  Shore 
The  labouring  Ship,  and  hear  the  Tempefl  roar, 
So  flood  they  with  their  Arms  acrofs, 
Not  to  aflift,  but  to  deplore 
Th'  inevitable  Lofs. 
VI. 

Death  was  denounc'd ;  that  frightful  found, 
Which  e'en  the  bed  can  hardly  bear  : 

He  took  the  Summons  void  of  fear, 
And,  unconcern'dly,  caft  his  Eyes  around  ; 
As  if  to  find  and  dare  the  grielly  Challenger. 

What 
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What  Death  cou'd  do  he  lately  try'd, 
When  in  four  Days  he  more  than  dy'd. 
The  fame  AfTurance  all  his  Words  did  grace; 
The  fame  Majeftick  Mildnefs  held  its  place ; 
Nor  loft  the  Monarch  in  his  dying  Face. 
Intrepid,  pious,  merciful,  and  brave, 
He  look'd  as  when  he  conquer'd  and  forgave. 

VII. 

As  if  fome  Angel  had  been  fent 
To  lengthen  out  his  Government, 
And  to  foretel  as  many  Years  again, 
As  he  had  numbered  in  his  happy  Reign  ; 
So  chearfully  he  took  the  Doom 

Of  his  departing  Breath  j 
Nor  mrunk,  nor  ftep'd  afide  for  Death  ; 
But,  with  unaltered  pace,  kept  on, 
Providing  for  Events  to  come. 

When  he  refignM  the  Throne, 
Still  he  maintained  his  Kingly  State, 
And  grew  familiar  with  his  Fate  : 
Kind,  good,  and  gracious  to  the  laft, 
On  all  he  lov'd  before  his  dying  Beams  he  caft. 

Oh  truly  good  and  truly  great, 
For  glorious  as  he  rofe,  benignly  fo  he  fet ! 
All  that  on  Earth  he  held  moft  dear, 
He  recommended  to  his  Care, 
To  whom  both  Heav'n 
The  Right  had  giv'n, 

And  his  own  Love  bequeath'd  fupreme  Command : 
He  took  and  prets'd  that  ever  loyal  Hand, 
Which  cou'd  in  Peace  fecure  his  Reign, 
Which  cou'd  in  Wars  his  Pow'r  maintain, 
That  Hand,  on  which  no  plighted  Vows  were  ever  vain* 
Well,   for  fo  great  a  Truft,  he  chofe 

A 


1 14      Po  E  M-S  on  federal  Ottaft 

A  Prince,  who  never  difobey'd, 
Not  when  the  moft  fevere  Commands  were  laid  5 
Nor  Want  nor  Exile  with  his  Duty  weigh'd  : 
A  Prince,  on  whom,  if  Heav'n  its  Eyes  cou'd  clofe, 
The  Welfare  of  the  World  it  fafely  might  repofe. 

VIIJ. 

That  King,  who  liv'd  to  Gcd's  own  Heart, 
Yet  lefs  ferenely  died  than  he  : 
Charles  left  behind  no  harlh  decree, 
For  Schoolmen  with  laborious  Art 

To  falve  from  Cruelty  : 
Thofej  for  whom  Love  could  no  Excufes  frame, 

He  gracioufLy  forgot  to  name. 
Thus  far  my  Mufe,  though  rudely,  has  defignM 
Some  faint  Referablance  of  his  Godlike  Mind  : 
But  neither  Pen  nor  Pencil  can  exprefs 
The  parting  Brother's  Tendernefs  : 
Though  that's  a  Term  too  mean  and  low  j 
(The  Bleft  above  a  kinder  Word  may  know  : ) 
But  what  thjey  did,  and  what  they  faid, 
The  Monarch  who  triumphant  went, 

The  militant  who  flaid, 

Like  Painters,  when  their  heightning  Arts  are  fpent, 
J  caft  into  a  Shade. 
That  all-forgiving  King, 
The  Type  of  him  above, 
That  inexhaufled  Spring 
Of  Clemency  and  Love, 
Himfelf  to  his  next  Self  accus'd, 
And  ask'd  that  Pardon,  which  he  ne'er  refus'd, , 

For  Faults  not  his,  for  Guilt  and  Crimes 
Of  godlefs  Men,  and  of  rebellious  Times  ; , 
For  an  hard  Exile,  kindly  meant, 
When  his  ungrateful  Country  Tent 

Thek 
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Their  beft  Camilla  into  Banifliment  ;  [fent, 

And  forc'd  their  Sov'reign's  Aft,  they  couM  not  his  Coa- 
Qh  how  much  rather  had  thatinjurM  Chief 
Repeated  all  his  SuiP rings  part, 
Than  hear  a  Pardon  begg'd  at  laft, 
Which  given  cou'd  give  the  dying  no  relief  ! 
He  bent,  he  funk  beneath  his  Grief; 
His  dauntlefs  Heart  wou'd  fain  have  held 
From  weeping,  but  his  Eyes  rebell'd : 
Perhaps  the  God  like  Heroin  his  Breaft 
Difdain'd,  or  was  afham'd  to  fhow 
So  weak,  fo  womanifh  a  Woe, 

Which  yet  the  Brother  and  the  Friend  fo  plenteoufly-, 
IX.  [confetti 

Amidfl  that  filent  Show'r,  the  Royal  Mind 

An  eafy  PaiTage  found, 
And  left  its  facred  Earth  behind  ; 
Nor  murm'ring  Groan  expreft,  nor  laboring  Sound, 
Nor  any  leaft  tumultuous  Breath  ; 
Calm  was  his  Life,  and  quiet  was  his  Death  j 

Soft  as  thofe  gentle  Whifpers  were, 
In  which  th'  Almighty  did  appear  ; 
By  the  flill  Sound  the  Prophet  knew  him  there. 
That  Peace,  which  made  thy  profp'rous  Reign  to  flunc, 
That  Peace,  thou  leav*ft  to  thy  Imperial  Line, 
That  Peace,  Oh  happy  Shade,  be  ever  thine  ? 

X. 
For  all  thofe  Joys  thy  Reftauration  brought, 

For  all  the  Miracles  it  wrought, 
For  all  the  healing  Balm  thy  Mercy  pourM 
Into  the  Nation's  bleeding  Wound, 

And  Care  that  after  kept  it  found  ; 
For  numerous  Bleflings  yearly  fhowr*d, 
And  Property  with  Plenty  crown'd  ; 

For 
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For  Freedom  Hill  maintain'd  alive, 
Freedom,  which  in  no  other  Land  will  thrive, 
Freedom,  an  Englijb  SubjecVs  fole  Prerogative, 
Without  whofe  Charms,  e'en  Peace  would  be 
But  a  dull  quiet  Slavery  ; 
For  thcfe,  and  more,  accept  our  pious  Praife ; 
'TisalltheSubfidy 
The  prefent  Age  can  raife  ; 
The  refl  is  charg'd  on  late  Pofterity  : 
Pofterity  is  charg'd  the  more, 
Becaufe  the  large  abounding  Store, 
To  them  and  to  their  Heirs,  is  ftill  entail'd  by  thce  : 
Succeflion,  of  a  long  Defcent, 
Which  chaftly  in  the  Channels  ran, 
And  from  our  Demi-gods  began, 
Equal  almoit  to  Time  in  its  extent  : 

Through  Hazards  numberlefs  and  great, 
Thou  haft  deriv'd  this  mighty  Blefling  down, 
And  fix'd  the  faireft   Gem   that  decks   th'  Imperial 

Crown. 

Not  Faftion,  when  it  fhook  thy  Regal  Seat, 
Not  Senates,  infolently  loud, 
(Thofe  Echoes  of  a  thoughtlefs  Crowd) 
Not  foreign  or  domeflick  Treachery, 
Could  warp  thy  Soul  to  their  unjuil  Decree. 
So  much  thy  Foes  thy  manly  Mind  miftook, 
Who  judg'd  it  by  the  Mildnefs  of  thy  look  : 
Like  a  well-temper'd  Sword,  it  bent  at  will, 
But  kept  the  Native  toughnefs  of  the  Steel. 

XI. 
Be  true,  OClh,  to  thy  Hero's  Name  ; 

But  draw  him  ftriclly  fo, 
•     That  all,  who  view  the  Piece,  may  know 

He 
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He  needs  no  Trappings  of  fictitious  Fame  : 

The  Load's  too  weighty  :  Thou  may'il  choofe 

Some  Parts  of  Praiie,   and  fome  refufe  : 
Write,  that  his  Annals  may  be  thought  more  laviih 
than  the  Mufe. 

In  fcanty  Truth  thcu  hail  confin'd 

The  Virtues  of  a  Royal  Mind, 
Forgiving,  bounteous,  humble,  juil,  and  kind  : 

His  Conyerfation,  Wit,  and  Parts, 
His  Knowledge  in  the  nobleil,  ufeful  Arts, 

Were  fuch,  dead  Authors  could  not  give ; 

But  Habitudes  of  thofe  who  live  ; 
Who,  lighting  him,  did  greater  Lights  receive  : 

He  drained  from  all,  and  all  they  knew; 
His  Apprehenfion  quick,   his  Judgment  true  ; 

That  the  moil  Learn'd,  with  Shame,  confefs 
His  Knowledge  more,  his  Reading  only  lefs. 

xir. 

Amidfl  the  peaceful  Triumphs  of  his  Reign, 
What  wonder  if  the  kindly  Beams  he  ihed 
Reviv'd  the  drooping  Arts  again, 

If  Science  raib'd  her  Head, 

And  foft  Humanity,  that  from  Rebellion  fled.  \ 

Our  lile,  indeed,  too  fruitful  was  before; 

But  all  uncultivated  lay 
Out  of  the  Solar  walk  and  Heav  Vs  high  Way ; 

With  rank  Geneva  Weeds  run  o'er, 
And  Cockle,  at  the  beil,  amidil  the  Corn  it  bore : 
The  Royal  Huihandman  appear'd, 

And  ploughed,  and  fow'd,  and  till'd  ; 
The  Thorns  he  rooted  out,  the  Rubbifh  clear'd, 

And  bleil  th'  obedient  Field  ; 
When,  flraight,  a  double  Harvcft  rofe  ; 
Such  as  the  fwarthy  Indian  mows ; 

OJT 
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Or  happier  Climates  near  the  Line, 
Or  Paradife  manur'd  and  dreft  by  Hands  divine. 

XIII. 

As  when  the  new-born  Phoenix  takes  his  way, 
'His  rich  paternal  Regions  to  furvey, 
•Of  airy  Choirifters  a  numerous  Train 
Attend  his  wondrous  Progrefs  o'er  the  Plains 

So,  rifing  from  his  Father's  Urn, 
-So  glorious  did  our  Charles  return. 
Th'  officious  Mufes  came  along, 
A  gay  harmonious  Choir  of  Angels  ever  young  : 
The  Mufe  that  mourns  him  now  his  happy  Triumph 

fung. 

Even  they  couM  thrive  in  his  aufpicious  Reign  ; 
And  fuch  a  plenteous  Crop  they  bore 
Of  pureli  and  well-vvinnow'd  Grain, 
As  Britain  never  knew  before. 
Tho'  little  was  their  Hire,  and  light  their  Gain, 
Yet  fomewhat  to  their  Share  he  threw  : 
Fed  from  his  Hand,  they  fung  and  flew, 
Like  Birds  of  Paradife,  that  liv'd  on  Morning  Dew. 
Oh  never  let  their  Lays  his  Name  forget ! 
The  Penfion  of  a  Prince's  Praife  is  great. 
Live  then,  thou  great  Encouragcr  of  Arts, 

Live  ever  in  our  thankful  Hearts  ; 
Live  bleft  above,  almoft  invok'd  below; 

Live,  and  receive  this  pious  Vow, 
Our  Patron  once,  our  guardian  Angel  now. 
Thou  Fabius  of  a  finking  State, 
Who  didll,  by  wife  delays,  divert  our  Fatej 
When  Faction  like  a  Tempeft  rofe, 
Jn  Death's  moil  hideous  Form, 
Then  Art  to  Rage  thou  didft  oppofe, 
To  weather  out  the  Storm  : 

Not 
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Not  quitting  thy  fupyeme  Command, 
Thou  held'il  the  Rudder  with  a  fteady  Hand, 
'Tillfafely  on  the  Shore  the  Bark  did  land  : 
The  Bark,  that  all  our  Bleffings  brought, 
*Charg'd  with  thy  Self  and  James,    a  doubly  Royal 
XIV.  [Fraught. 

Oh  frail  Eftate  of  human  Things, 

And  flippery  Hopes  below  ! 
Now  to  our  Coft  your  Emptincfs  we  know  ; 

;(For  'tis  a  LeiTon  dearly  bought) 
A  flu  ranee  here  is  never  to  be  fought. 
The  belt,  and  beft  belov'd  of  Kings, 
And  bell  deferving  to  be  fo, 
When  fcarce  he  had  efcap'd  the  fatal  Blow 

Of  Faftion  and  Confpiracy, 
•  Death  did  his  prornis'd  Hopes  deflroy  : 
'He  toil'd,  he  gain'd,  but  liv'd  not  to  enjoy. 
What  Mifts  of  Providence  are  thefe,^ 

Through  which  we  cannot  fee  ! 
So  Saints,  by  fupernatural  Pow'r  fet  free, 
Are  left  at  lafl  in  Martyrdom  to  die  ; 
'Such  is  the  end  of  oft  repeated  Miracles. 

Forgive  me,  Heav'n,  that  impious  Thought, 
'T was  Grief  for  Charles,  to  Madnefs  wrought, 
That  queftion'd  thy  fupreme  Decree  ! 
Thou  didft  his  gracious  Reign  prolong, 
Even  in  thy  Saints  and  Angels  wrong, 
His  Fellow-Citizens  of  Immortality  ; 

For  twelve  long  Years  of  Exile  born, 
Twice  twelve  we  mimber'd  fince  his  bleft  Return : 
So  ilri&ly  wer't  thou  juft  to  pay, 
Even  to  the  driblet  of  a  Day. 
Yet  ftill  we  murmur,  and  complain 
The  Quails  and  Manna  IhouM  no  longer  rain  : 

Thofc 
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Thofe  Miracles  'twas  needlefs  to  renew ; 
The  chofen  Flock  has  now  the  promia'd  Land  in  view. 

XV. 
A  warlike  Prince  afcends  the  Regal  State, 

A  Prince,  long  exercis'd  by  Fate  : 
Long  may  he  keep,  tho'  he  obtains  i:  late  ! 
Heroes  in  Heav Vs  peculiar  Mold  are  call ; 
They,  and  their  Poets,  are  not  form'd  in  hafte : 
Man  was  the  firil  in  God's  defign,  and  Man  was  made 
Falfe  Heroes,  made  by  Flattery  fo,  [the  laft. 

Heav'n  can  ftrikc  out,  like  Sparkles,  at  a  Blow > 
But,  ere  a  Prince  is  to  Perfection  brought, 
He  coils  Omnipotence  a  fecond  Thought. 

With  Toil  and  Sweat, 
With  hardning  Cold,  and  forming  Heat, 
The  Cyclops  did  their  Strokes  repeat, 
Before  th'  impenetrable  Shield  was  wrought. 
It  looks  as  if  the  Maker  wou'd  not  own 

The  noble  Work  for  his, 
Before  'twas  try'd  and  found  a  Mailer- piece. 

XVI. 

View  then  a  Monarch  ripen'd  for  a  Throne. 
Alcides  thus  his  Race  began, 
O'er  Infancy  he  fwiftly  ran  ; 
The  future  God,  atfirft,  was  more  than  Man: 
Dangers  and  Toils,  and  Juno's  Hate, 
Even  o'er  his  Cradle  lay  in  wait, 
And  there  he  grapled  firft  with  Fate  : 
In  his  young  Hands  the  hiding  Snakes  he  prefl ; 

So  early  was  the  Deity  confeft  : 
Thus,  by  degrees,  he  rofe  to  Jove**  Imperial  Seat; 
Thus  difficulties  prove  a  Soul  legitimately  great. 
Like  his,  our  Hero's  Infancy  was  try'd  ; 
Betimes  the  Furies  did  their  Snakes  provide ; 

And 
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And  to  his  Infant  Arms  oppofe 
£iis  Father's  Rebels,  and  his  Brother's  Foes : 
The  more  oppreft,  the  higher  ftill  he  rofe  : 
Thofe  were  the  Preludes  of  his  Fate, 
That  form'd  his  Manhood,  to  fubduc 
The  lljdra  of  the  many-headed,  hifling  Crew, 

XVII. 

As  after  Numa's  peaceful  Reign, 
The  Martial  Ancus  did  the  Scepter  wield, 
FurbiiVd  the  ruily  Sword  again, 
Refum'd  the  long-forgotten  Shield  ^ 
And  led  the  Latins  to  the  dufly  Field  : 
So  James  the  drowfy  Genius  wakes 
Of  Britain,  long  entranc'd  in  Charms, 
RefiifF,  and  flumbring  on  its  Arms :       [dy  fhaker. 
I'Tis  rous'd,  and  with  a  new  fining  Nerve  the  Spear  alrca- 
No  Neighing  of  the  Warrior  Steeds, 
No  Drum,  or  louder  Trumpet,  needs 
T'infpire  the  Coward,  warm  the  Cold  ; 
His  Voice,  his  fole  Appearance  makes  'em.  bold. 
^Ga-il  and  Batavia  dread  th'  impending  Blow  ; 
Too  well  the  Vigour  of  that  Arm  they  know  ; 
They  lick  the  Du(t,  and  crouch  beneath  their  fatal  For; 
Long  may  they  fear  this  awful  Prince, 
And  not  provoke  his  lingring  Sword. 
Peace  is  their  only  fure  Defence, 
Their  bell  Security  his  Word. 
In  all  the  Changes  of  his  doubtful  State, 
His  Truth,  like  Heav'n's,  was  kept  inviolate : 
For  him  to  promife,  is  to  make  it  Fate. 
His  Valour  can  triumph  o'er  Land  and  Main  ; 
With  broken  Oaths  his  Fame  he  will  not  flain  ; 
1WiihfConqueft.  bafely  bought,  and  with  inglorious  Gain. 
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For  once,  O  Heaven,  unfold  thy  adamantine  Boek  j 

And  lethis  wondring  Senate  fee, 
If  not  thy  firm  immutable  decree, 
At  leaft  the  fecond  Page  of  great  Contingency  5 
Such  as  confifts  with  Wills  originally  free  : 
Let  them  with  glad  Amazement  look 
On  what  their  Happinefs  may  be  : 
Let  them  not  Hill  be  obftinately  blind, 
Still  to  divert  the  Good  thou  halt  defign'd, 

Or  with  malignant  Penury 
To  ftarve  the  Royal  Virtues  of  his  Mind. 
Faith  is  a  Chriftian's,  and  a  Subject's  Teft  ; 
Oh  give  them  to  believe,  and  they  are  furely  bleft  ! 
They  do  ;  and,  with  a  diilant  view,  I  fee 
Th'  amended  Vows  of  Englffi  Loyalty  : 
And  all  beyond  that  Object  there  appears 
The  long  Retinue  of  a  profperous  Reign, 

A  Series  of  fuccefsful  Years, 
In  orderly  Array,  a  martial,  manly  Train. 

Behold  e'en  to  remoter  Shores 
A  conquering  Navy  proudly  fpread  ; 
The  "Brltijb  Cannon  formidably  roars, 
While,  itarting  from  his  Oozy  Bed, 
TK  afferted  Ocean  rears  his  reverend  Head, 
To  view  and  recognize  his  ancient  Lord  again  ? 
And,  with  a  willing  Hand,  reflores 
The  Fafces  of  the  Main. 


TAN  N  I  X 
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BRITANNIA  REDIVIVA  : 
POEM  on  the  P  RI  N  c  E,  born  on  the  loth 
June>  i<5S8. 

Ur  Vows  are  heard  betimes,  and  Heav'n  takes  care 
To  grant,  before  we  can  conclude  the  Pray'r  : 


Preventing  Angels  met  it  half  the  way, 

And  fent  us  back  to  Praife,  who  came  to  Pray. 

Juft  on  the  Day,  when  the  high-mounted  Sua 
Did  farthefl  in  its  Northern  Frogrefs  run, 
He  bended  forward,  and  ev'n  ftretchM  the  Sphere 
Beyond  the  Limits  of  the  lengthened  Year, 
To  view  a  brighter  Sun  in  Britain  born  ; 
That  was  the  Bufinefs  of  his  longed  Morn  ; 
The  glorious  Object  feen,  'twas  time  to  turn. 

Departing  Spring  cou'd  only  Hay  to  fhed 
Her  gloomy  Beauties  on  the  genial  Bed, 
But  left  the  Manly  Summer  in  her  ilead, 
With  timely  Fruit,  the  longing  Land  to  chear, 
And  to  fulfil  the  Promife  of  the  Year. 
Betwixt  two  Seafons  comes  th'  Aufpicious  Heir, 
This  Age  to  bloilbm,  and  the  next  to  bear. 

*  Laft  folemn  Sabbath  faw  the  Church  attend, 
The  Paraclete  in  fiery  Pomp  defcend  ; 
But  when  his  wond'rous  f  Oftave  roll'd  again, 
He  brought  a  Royal  Infant  in  his  Train. 
So  great  a  Bleffing  to  fo  good  a  King 
None  but  th'  Eternal  Comforter  couM  bring. 

Or  did  the  mighty  Trinity  confpire, 
As  once  in  Council  to  create  our  Sire  ? 
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It  feems  as  if  they  fent  the  new-born  Gueft 
To  wait  on  the  Proceffion  of  their  Feaft  ; 
And  on  their  facred  Anniverfe  decreed 
To  {lamp  their  Image  on  the  promised  Seed. 
Three  Realms  united,  and  on  One  beftow'd, 
An  Emblem  of  their  Myftiek  Union  fhow'd  : 
The  mighty  Trine  the  triple  Empire  mar'd, 
As  every  Perfon  wou'd  have  one  to  guard. 

Hail  Son  of  Pray'rs !  by  Holy  Violence 
Brawn  down  from  Heav'n  j  but  long  be  banim'd  thence"  > 
And  late  to  thy  Paternal  Skies  retire  : 
To  mend  our  Crimes  whole  Ages  wou'd  require  j 
To  change  th'  inveterate  habit  of  our  Sins, 
And  finim  what  thy  Godlike  Sire  begins. 
Kind  Heaven,  to  make  us  Englijhmen  again^ 
No  lefs  can  give  us  than  a  Patriarch's  Reign. 

The  Sacred  Cradle  to  your  Charge  receive, 
Ye  Seraphs,  and  by  turns  the-  Guard  relieve  > 
Thy  Father's  Angel,  and  thy  Father  join 
To  keep  Pofleffion,  and  fecurethe  Line  ; 
But  long  defer  the  Honours  of  thy  Fate : 
Great  may  they  be  like  his,  like  his  be  late  ; 
That  James  his  running  Century  may  view, 
And  give  this  Son  an  Aufpice  to  the  New. 

Our  Wants  exact  at  leaft  that  moderate  flay  : 
For  fee  the  f  Dragon  winged  on  his  way, 
To  watch  the  §  Travail,  and  devour  the  Prey. 
Or,  if  Allufionsmay  not  rife  fo  high, 
Thus,  when  Ahides  rais'd  his  Infant  Cry, 
The  Snakes  befieg'd  his  Young,  Divinity : 


Alludingonly  to  the  Common-wealth  Purtf,  here  And  inothtr 
«f  the  Ptcm*  J  Rcv,.Xii.  4. 

But 
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But  vainly  with  their  forked  Tongues  they  threat  j 
For  Oppofition  makes  a  Hero  Great. 
To  needful  Succour  all  the  Good  will  run, 
And  Jove  aflert  the  Godhead  of  his  Son. 

O  ftill  repining  at  your  prefent  State, 
Grudging  yourfeives  the  Benefits  of  Fate, 
Look  up,  and  read  in  Characters  of  Light 
A  BlelBng  Cent  you  in  your  own  defpight. 
The  Manna  falls,  yet  that  Cceleftial  Bread 
Like  Jews  you  munch,  and  murmur  while  you  feed. 
May  not  your  Fortune  be  like  theirs,  Exil'd, 
Yet  Forty  Years  to  wander  in  the  Wild  : 
Or  if  it  be,  may  Mofes  live  at  leaft, 
To  lead  you  to  the  Verge  of  proxnis'd  Reft. 

Tho'  Poets  are  not  Prophets,  to  foreknow 
What  Plants  will  take  the  Blight,  and  what  will  grow, 
By  tracing  Hcav'n  his  Footfteps  may  be  found  : 
Behold  !   how  awfully  he  walks  the  round  ! 
God  is  abroad,  and,  wond'rous  in  his  ways, 
The  Rife  of  Empires,  and  their  Fall  furveys ; 
More  (might  I  fay)  than  with  an  ufual  Eye, 
He  fees  his  bleeding  Church  in  Ruin  lie, 
And  hears  the  Souls  of  Saints  beneath  his  Altar  cry. 
Already  has  he  lifted  high  the  *  Sign, 
Which  crown'd  the  Conquering  Arms  of  Conflux  tine  : 
The  f  Moon  grows  pale  at  that  prefaging  Sight, 
And  half  her  Train  of  Stars  have  loll  their  Light. 

Behold  another  :f  Syfaefler,  to  blefs 
The  facred  Standard,  and  fecure  Succefs  ; 
Large  of  his  Treafures,  of  a  Soul  fo  great, 
As  fills  and  crowds  his  univerfal  Seat. 

*  TfieCrofs.  t  The  Crefttnts,  which  the  Turks  Lear  ftr  their 
.Arm.  \  77>fPope /?*  thttimt  o/Conftantine  tbeGrf*tt*ll*- 
Ain^  to  tht  prefent  Pope. 

G  *  N@\v 
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Now  view  at  home  a  *  fecond  Conjtantine  ; 
(The  former  too  was  of  the  Britijh  Line) 
Has  not  his  healing  Balm  your  Breaches  clos'd, 
Whofe  Exile  many  fought,  and  few  oppos'd  ? 
O,  did  not  Heaven  by  its  eternal  Doom 
Permit  thofe  Evils,  that  this  Good  might  come  ? 
So  manifeft,  that  e'en  the  Moon-eyM  Sefts 
See  Whom  and  What  this  Providence  protects. 
Methinks,  had  we  within  our  Minds  no  more 
Than  that  one  Shipwreck  on  the  fatal  f  Ore, 
That  only  thought  may  make  us  think  again, 
What  Wonders  Gcd  referves  for  fuch  a  Reign. 
To  dream  that  Chance  his  Prefer  vation  wrought,. 
Were  to  think  Noah  was  preferv'd  for  nought  ; 
Or  the  furviving  Eie,ht  were  not  defign'd 
To  people  Earth,  and  to  reflore  their  Kind. 
•  When  humbly  on  the  Royal  Babe  we  gaze, 
The  Manly  Lines  of  a  Majeftick  Face 
Give  awful  Joy  :  *Tis  Paradife  to  look 
On  the  fair  Frontifpiece  of  Nature's  Bcok  : 
Jf  the  firft  opening  Page  fo  charms  the  fight, 
Think  how  th'unfolded  Volume  will  delight  ! 
See  how  the  Venerable  Infant  lies 
In  early  Pomp  ;  how  through  the  Mother's  Eyes 
The  Father's  Soul,  with  an  undaunted  View, 
Looks  out,  and  takes  cur  Homage  as  his  due. 
See  on  his  future  Subjects  how  he  ("miles, 
Nor  meanly  flatters,  nor  with  Craft  beguiles  ; 
But  with  an  open  Face,  as  on  his  Throne, 
Allures  our  Birthrights,  and  afTumes  his  own  : 
Born  in  broad  Day-light,  that  th'  ungratef,!  Rout 
May  find  no  Room  for  a  remaining  Doubt  ; 


f   Thelimmsn  Ore. 

Truth, 
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Truth,  which  it  felf  is  jLight,  does  datknefs  fLun, 
And  the  true  Eaglet  fafely  dares  the  Sun. 

*  Fain  wou'd  the  Fiends  have  made  a  dubious  Birth,. 
Loth  to  confefs  the  Godhead  cloth'din  Earth: 
But  ficken'd  after  all  their  baifted  Lies, 
To  find  an  Heir  apparent  in  the  Skies  : 
Abandoned  to  Defpair,  itili  may  they  grudge, 
And,  owning  not  the  Saviour,  prove  the  Judge. 

Not  great  f  JEneas  Hood  in  plainer  Day, 
When,  the  dark  maiuling  Mill diffolvM  away, 
He  to  the  Tyrians  fhew'd  his  fudden  Face, 
Shining  with  all  his  Goddefs  Mother's  Grace  : 
For  (he  herfelf  had  made  his  Countenance  bright, 
Breatii'd  Honour  on  his  Eyes,  and  her  own  purple  Light. 

If  our  victorious  J  Edward,  as  they  fay, 
Gave  Wales  a  Prince  on  that  propitious  Day, 
Why  may  not  Years  revolving  with  his  Fate 
Produce  his  Like,  but  with  a  longer  Date  ? 
One,  who  may  cany  to  a  diilant  Shore 
The  Terror  that  his  fam'd  Forefather  bore. 
Bat  why  ihou'd  James  or  his  young  Hero  flay 
For  flight  Prefages  of  a  Name  or  Day  ? 
We  need  no  Ed-ward's  Fortune  to  adorn 
That  happy  Moment  when  our  Prince  was  born  f 
Our  Prince  adorns  this  Day,  and  Ages  hence 
Shall  wifh  his  Birth-day  for  feme  future  Prince. 

Great  Michael,  Prince  of  all  th'  Jitherial  Hofts, 
And  whatever  inborn  Saints  our  Britain  boails  ; 
And  thou,  th*  adopted  §  Patron  of  our  Ifle, 
Writh  chearful  Afpefts  on  this  Infant  fmile  : 

*  Alluding  t»  the  Temptations   in  the  Wildernefs.          ]  Virg. 

I.    t  Edward  tht  blAck^PrincC)  fain  on  T iio.it j- Sunday* 
St.  George. 
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The  Pledge  of  Heav'n,  which,  dropping  from  above, 
Secures  our  Blifs,  and  reconciles  his  Love. 

Enough  of  I1U  our  dire  Rebellion  wrought, 
When,  to  the  Dregs,  we  drank  the  bitter  Draught  ; 
Then  Airy  Atoms  did  in  Plagues  confpire, 
Nor  did  th'  avenging  Angel  yet  retire, 
But  purg'd  our  flill  increafing  Crimes  with  Fire. 
Then  perjur'd  Plots,  the  ftili  impending  Teft, 
Andworfe  —  bat  Charity  conceals  the  reft  : 
Here  Hop  the  Current  of  the  fanguine  Flood; 
Require  not,  gracious  God,  thy  Martyrs  Blood  j 
But  let  their  dying  Pangsa  their  living  Toil, 
Spread  a  rich  Harveft  through  their  Native  Soil  : 
A  Harvefl  ripening  for  another  Reign, 
Of  which  this  Royal  Babe  may  reap  the  Grain. 

Enough  of  early  Saints  one  Womb  has  giv'n  ; 
Enough  increased  the  Family  of  Heay'n  : 
Let  them  for  his,  and  our  Atonement  go  ; 
.And  Reigning  bleft  above,  leave  him  to  Rule  below?. 

Enough  already  has  the  Year  forefhow'd 
His  wonted  Courfe,  the  Sea.  has  overflow'd, 
The  Meads  were  floated  with  a  weeping  Spring, 
And  frighten'd  Birds  in  Woods  forgot  to  fing  : 
The'ftrong  limbM  Steed  beneath  his  Harnefs  faints, 
And  the  fame  fhiv'ring  S'weat  his  Lord  attaints. 
When  will  the  Minifler  of  Wrath  give  o'er  ? 
Behold  him  at  *  Araunatis  threming-floor  : 
He  flops,  and  feems  to  Iheath  his  flaming  Brand, 
Pleas'd  with  burnt  Incenfe  from  our  Davids  Hand. 
David  has  bought  the  Jelufites  Abode, 
And  rais'd  an  Altar  to  the  Living  God. 


to  the  PfiffAgt  intht  ift  Bcek^vf  Kings,  Ch.  xxiv. 

Heav'fl, 
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Heav'n,  to  reward  him,  make  his  Joys  fincere ; 
No  future  Ills,  nor  Accidents  appear, 
To  fully  and  pollute  the  Sacred  Infant's  Year. 
Five  Months  to  Difcord  and  Debate  were  giv'n  '• 
He  fandifies  the  yet  remaining  Seven. 
Sabbath  of  Months  !  henceforth  in  him  be  bleft, 
And  prelude  to  the  Realms  perpetual  Reft ! 

Let  his  Baptifmal  Drops  for  us  atone  ; 
Luftrations  for  *  Offences  not  his  own. 
Let  Conference,  which  is  Int'rett  ill  difguis'd, 
In  the  fame  Font  be  cleansM,  and  all  the  Land  Baptiz'J, 

-f-  Un-nam'd  as  yet ;  at  leaft  unknown  to  Fame  : 
Is  there  a  Strife  in  Heaven  about  his  Name  ; 
Where  every  famous  Predeceflbr  vies, 
And  makes  a  Faftion  for  it  in  the  Skies? 
Or  muft  it  be  referv'd  to  Thought  alone  ? 
Such  was  the  Sacred  J  Tetragrammaton. 
Things  worthy  Silence  mull  not  be  reveal'd  : 
Thus  the  true  Name  of  **  Rome  was  kept  conceal'd, . 
To  mun  the  Spells,  and  Sorceries  of  thofe, 
Who  durft  her  Infant  Majeily  oppofe. 
But  when  his  tender  Strength  in  time  {hall  rife 
To  dare  ill  Tongues,   and  fafcinating  Eyes  ; 
This  Ifle,  which  hides  the  little  Thunderer's  Fame, . 
Shall  be  too  narrow  to  contain  his  Name : 
Th'  Artillery  of  Heav'n  fliall  make  him  known  ; 
JJ  Crete  could  not  hold  the  God,  when  Jove  was  grown. 


*  Original  Sin.   f  The  Prince  Chrifterfd)  but  not  narntd.    {  Je- 
hovall,  or  the  Name  of  God,     unlawful  t»    be  pronounc'U  by  the 
Jews.      **  Some  ^Authors  /dv,  That  the  true  Name  of  Rome  -WAS 
kjpt    a  Secret  j  ne  hoftes    iucamamentis    Deo->    eliceicnt. 
^  CSfldifc  wbtrt  Jupirci  was  i/ern  and  ircd  Jceretlj. 

G  5,-  As 
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As  J.a<vis  *  Jncreafe,  who  from  his  Brain 
Whom  Arms  and  Arts  did  equally  adorn, 
Free  of  the  Brealt  was  bred,  whofe  milky  Tafle 
Minerva's  Name  to  Fenus  had  debas'd  ; 
So  this  Imperial  Babe  rejeds  the  Food 
That  mixes  Monarchs  with  Plebeian  Blood  : 
Food  that  his  inborn  Courage  might  controul^ 
Extinguifh  all  the  Father  in  his  Soul, 
And,  for  his  Eftian  Race,  and  Saxon  Strain, 
Might  re-produce  fome  fecond  Richard's  Reiga, 
Mildnefs  he  mares  from  both  his  Parents  Blood  i 
But  Kings  too  tame  are  defpicably  good  : 
Be  this  the  Mixture  of  this  Regal  Child, 
By  Nature  Manly,  but  by  Virtue  Mild. 

Thus  far  the  Furious  Tranfport  of  the  News. 
Had  to  Prophetick  Madnefs  fir'd  the  Mufe  ; 
Madnefs  ungovernable,  uninfpir'd,. 
Swift  to  foreiel  whatever  fhe  denYd. 
Was  it  for  me  the  dark  Abyfs  to  tread, 
And  read  the  Book  which  Angels  cannot  read  ? 
How  was  I  puniuVd  when  the  f  fudden  Blaft, 
The  Face  of  Heav'n,  and  our  young  Suno'ercaft  ! 
Fame,  the  fwift  111,  increafing  as  fhe  roli'd, 
Difeafe,  Defpair,  and  Death,  at  three  reprifes  told  *. 
At  three  infulting  Strides  fhe  ftalk'd  the  Town, 
And,  like  Contagion,  ftruck  the  Loyal  down. 
Down  fell  the  winnow'd  Wheat  ;  but  mounted  high,. 
The  Whirl- wind  bore  the  Chaff,  and  hid  the  Sky. 
Here  black  Rebellion  mooting  from  below 
(-As  Earth's  *  Gigaitfick  Brood  by  Moments  grow} 
And  here  the  Sons  of  God  are  petrified  with  Woe  : 


*  Pallas  «r  Minerva  j  faid  by  the  Poets  to  have  been  bred,  up 
Hand,    f  Thf  f»<M'»  falfe  \ef°rt  of  ths  Print? t  Death. 

Am 
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An  Apvplex  of  Grief  I  fo  low  were  driv'n 
The  Saints,  as  hardly  to  defend  their  Heav'n. 

As,  when  pent  Vapours  run  their  hollow  round, 
Earth-quakes,  which  areConvulfions  of  the  Ground, 
Break  bellowing  forth,  and  no  Confinement  brook, 
'  Till  the  Third  fettles  what  the  former  (hook  ; 
Such  Heavings  had  our  Souls  ;  'till,  flow  and  late, 
Our  Life  with  his  returned,  and  Faith  prevail' d  on  Fate. 
By  Prayers  the  mighty  Blejfing  was  implor'd, 
To  Pray'rs  was  granted,  and  by  Pray'rs  reilor'd. 

So  ere  the  J  'Sbunamite  a  Son  conceived, 
The  Prophet  promis'd,  and  the  Wife  believ'd. 
A  "Son  was  fent,  the  Son  fo  much  defir'd  ; 
But  foon  upon  the  Mother's  Knees  expir'd. 
The  troubled  Seer  approach'd  the  mournful  Door, 
Ran,  pray'd,  and  fent  his  PaiVral  Staff  before, 
Then  ftretch'd  his  Limbs  upon  the  Child  and  mourn'3, 
*  Till  Warmth,  and  Breath,   and  a  new  Soul  returned. 

Thus  Mercy  ftretches  out  her  Bland,  and  fives 
Defponding  Peter  finking  in  the  Waves. 

As  when  a  fudden  Storm  of  Hail  and  Rain 
Beats  to  the  Ground  the  yet  unbearded  Grain, 
Think  not  the  Hopes  of  Harvelt  are  deftroy'd 
On. the  flat  Field,  and  on  the  naked  Void  ; 
The  light,  unloaded  Stem,  from  Tcmpeft  freed, 
Will  raife  the  youthful  Honeurs  of  his  Head  ; 
And,  foon  reltor'd  by  native  Vigour,  bear 
The  timely  product  of  the  bounteous  Year. 

Nor  yet  conclude  all  fiery  Trials  paft  : 
For  Heav'n  will  exercife  us  to  the  laft  ;  - 


*  Theft  Giants  Are  feign* d  to  hwe  grown  15  Ellt  tverj  Day 
"J  lit  the  ftond  B«9k^  of  KLi»gs,  Cbap,  iv> 

Soraetimea 
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Sometimes  will  check  us  in  our  full  Career, 
"With  doubtful  Bleffings,  and  with  mingled  Fear; 
That,  Hill  depending  on  his  daily  Grace, 
His  every  Mercy  for  an  Alms  may  pafs, 
With  fparing  Hands  will  Diet  us  to  good  ; 
Preventing  Surfeits  of  our  pamper'd  Blood. 
So  feeds  the  Mother  Bird  her  craving  Young 
With  little  Morfels,  and  delays 'em  long. 

True,  this  laft  Bleffing  was  a  Royal  Feaft  ; 
But,  where's  the  Wedding-Garment  on  the  Guefl  "t 
Our  Manners,  as  Religion  were  a  Dream, 
Are  fuch  as  teach  the  Nations  to  Blafpheme. 
In  Lufts  we  wallow,  and  with  Pride  we  fwell, 
And  Injuries  with  Injuries  repel  ; 
Prompt  to  revenge,  not  daring  to  forgive, 
Our  Lives  unteach  the  Doclrine  we  believe. 
Thus  Ifrael  iinn'd,  impenitently  hard, 
And  vainly  thought  the  *  prefent  Ark  their  Guard  ; 
But  when  the  haughty  Philijlines  appear, 
They  fled,  abandoned  to  their  Foes  and  Fear  j 
Their  God  was  abfent,  though  his  Ark  was  there 
Ah  .'  left  our  Crimes  fiiou'd  fnatch  this  Pledge  away, 
And  make  our  Joys  the  Bleffings  of  a  Day  ! 
For  we  have  finn'd  him  hence,  and  that  he  live?, 
God  to  his  Promife,  not  our  Practice  gives. 
Our  Crimes  wou'd  foon  weigh  down  the  guilty  Scale,, 
But  James,  and  Mary,  and  the  Church  prevail. 
Nor |  Amakk can  rout  the  Chofen^ands^ 
While  Hur  and  Aaron  hold  up  -Mo/es*  Hands. 
By  living  well,  let  us  fecure  his  Days, 

te  in  Hopes,  and  humble  in  our  Ways. 


•a  , 
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No  force  the  free-born  Spirit  can  conftrain, 
But  Charity,  r.nd  great  Examples  gain. 
Forgivenefs  is  our  Thanks  for  fuch  a  Day  ; 
*Tis  God  like  God  in  his  own  Coin  to  pay. 

But  you,  Propitious  Queen,  tranfiated  here, 
From  your  mild  Heav'n,  to  rule  our  rugged  Sphere, 
Beyond  the  Sunny  Walks,  and  circling  Year ; 
You,  who  your  native  Climate  have  bereft 
Of  all  the  Virtue;,  and  the  Vices  left  ; 
Whom  Piety  and  Beauty  make  their  Bond, 
Though  Beautiful  is  well  in  Pious  loit  ; 
So  loft  as  Star-light  is  difiblv'd  away, 
-And  melts  into  the  brightnefs  of  the  Day  ? 
Or  Gold  about  the.  Regal  Diadem, 
Loll  to  improve  the  Luftre  of  the  Gem. 
What  can  we  add  to  your  Triumphant  Day  ? 
Let  the  Great  Gift  the  beauteous  Giver  pay. 
For  (hou'd  our  Thanks  awake  the  Rifing-Sun, 
And  lengthen,  as  his  lateft  ihadows  run,     /         (done. 
That,  tho'  the  longeit  Day,  wou'd  foon,  too  focn  be 
Let  Angels  Voices  with  their  Harps  confpire, 
But  keep  th'  Aufpicious  Infant  from  the  Choir  i 
Late  let  him  ling  above,  and  let  us  know 
No  fweeter  Mufick,  than  his  Cries  below. 

Nor  can  I  wifti  to  you,  Great  Monarch,  more 
Thanfuch  an  Annual  Income  to  your  Store  ; 
The  Day,  which  gave  this  Unit,  did  not  Ihinc. 
For  a  lefs  Omen,  than  to  fill  the  Trine. 
After  a  Prince,  an  Admiral  beget ; 
The  Royal  Sow  reign  wants  an  Anchor  yet. 
Our  lile  has  younger  Titles  Hill  in  ftore, 
And  when  th1  exhaufted  Land  can  yield  no  more, 
Your  Line  can  force  them  from  a  foreign.  Shore. 

The 
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The  Name  of  Great  your  Martial  Mind  will  fait; 
But  Juftice  is  your  Darling  Attribute  : 
Of  all  the  Greeks,  'twas  but  f  one  Hero's  due, 
And,  in  him,  Plutarch  prophefy'd  of  you. 
A  Prince's  Favours  but  on  few  can  fall, 
But  Jufticeis  a  Virtue  fhar'd  by  all. 

Some  Kings  the  name  of  Conqu'rors  have  affum'dj 
Some  to  be  Great,  fome  to  be  Gods  prefum'd  j 
But  boundlefs  Pow'r,  and  arbitrary  Luft 
Made  Tyrants  fliil  abhor  the  Name  of  Juft  ; 
They  fhun'd  the  Praife  this  God-like  Virtue  gives, 
And  fear'd  a  Title,  that  reproach'd  their  Lives. 

The  Pow'r,  from  which  all  Kings  derive  their  State., 
Whom  they  pretend,  at  leaft,  to  imitate, 
Is  equal  both  to  punifh  and  reward  ; 
For  few'wou'd  love  their  God,  unlefs  they  fear'd. 

Rcfiitlefs  Force  and  Immortality 
Make  but  a  Lame,  Imperfecl,  Deity  : 
Tempefts  have  force  unbounded  to  deflroy, 
And  Deathlefs  Being  e'en  the  Damn'd  enjoy  j 
And  yet  Heaven's  Attributes,  both  laft  and  firii, 
One  without  Life,  and  one  with  Life  accurfl  ; 
But  Juftice  is  Heaven's  Self,   fo  flriclly  He, 
That  cou'd  it  fail,  the  Godhead  cou'd  not  be. 
This  Virtue  is  your  own ;  but  Life  and  State 
Are  one  to  Fortune  fubjecl,  one  to  Fate  : 
Equal  to  all,  you  juftly  frown  or  fmile ; 
Nor  Hopes,  nor  Fears  your  fteady  Hand  beguile  ; 
Your  felf  our  Balance  hold,  the  World's  our  Ifle. 

t  Aiiftides,  /«  hit  Life  in  Plutarch. 

SATX.RS 
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SATI  R  E  #p00  /£(?  DUTCH.     Written  in 
'  the  Tear  1662. 

AS  needy  Gallant?,  in  the  Scriv'ner's  hands, 
Court  the  rich  Knaves  that  gripe  their  mortgaged 
The  firft  fat  Buck  of  all  the  Seafon's  lent,          (Lands  ; 
And  Keeper  takes  no  Fee  in  compliment ; 
The  Dotage  of  foine  Englifomen  is  fuch, 
To  fawn  on  thofe,  who  ruin  them,  the  Dutch. 
They  fhall  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  War 
With  thofe,  who  of  the  fame  Religion  are. 
The  Straits,  the  G#/;/£<2 -Trade,  the  Herrings  too; 
Nay,  to  keep  Friendlhip,  they  (hall  pickle  you. 
Some  are  refolv'd  not  to  find  out  the  cheat, 
But,  Cackold-like,  love  them  that  do  the  feat. 
What  Injuries  foe'er  upon  us  fall, 
Yet  ftill  the  fame  Religion  anfwers  all. 
Religion  wheedl'd  us  to  Civil  War, 
Brew  Englljh  Blood,  and  Dutchmen's  now  wouM  fpare. 
Be  gull'd  no  longer;  for  you'll  find  it  true, 
They  have  no  more  Religion,  faith  .'than  you. 
Int'reft's  the  God  they  worfhip  in  their  State, 
And  we,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  that. 
Well  Monarchies  may  own  Religion's  name, 
But  States  are  Atheifts  in  their  very  frame. 
They  mare  a  Sin  ;  and  fuch  Proportions  fall, 
That,  like  a  Stink,  'tis  nothing  to  them  all. 
Think  on  their  Rapine,  Falmood,  Cruelty, 
And  that  what  once  they  were,  they  ftill  wou'd  be, 
To  one  well-born  th'  Affront  is  worfe  and  more, 
When  he's  abus'd  and  baffl'd  by  a  Boor. 
With  an  ill  grace  the  Dutch  their  Mifchiefs  do ; 
They've  both  ill  Nature  and  ill  Manners  too. 
Well  may  they  boail  themfelves  an  ancient  Nation ; 
For  they  were  bred  ere  Manners  were  in  famion ; 
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And  their  new  Commonwealth  has  fet  them  free 
Only  from  Honour  and  Civility. 
Venetians  do  not  more  uncouthly  ride, 
Than  did  their  lubber  State  Mankind  beftride. 
Their  Sway  became  'em  with  as  ill  a  Mien, 
As  their  own  Paunches  fwell  above  their  Chin. 
Yet  is  their  Empire  no  true  Growth  but  Humour, 
And  only  two  Kings  touch  can  cure  the  Tumour. 
As  Cato  did  in  Africk  Fruits  difplay  ; 
Let  us  before  our  Eyes  their  Indies  lay  : 
All  loyal  Englijb  will  like  him  conclude  ; 
Let  C<r far  live,  and  Carthage  be  fubdu'd. 

MAC   FLECKNOE. 

ALL  human  things  arefubjeft  to  decay, 
And,  when  Fate  fummons,  Monarchs  mu ft  obey. 
This  Flecknoe  found,  who,  like  Auguftus,  young 
Was  cali'd  to  Empire,  and  had  governed  long; 
Jn  Profe  and  Verfe,  was  own'd,  without  difp_ute> 
Through  all  the  Realms  of  Nonfenfi,  abfolute. 
This  aged  Prince,  now  flourifhing  in  Peace, 
And  bleft  with  I  flue  of  a  large  Increafe  ; 
Worn  cut  with  bufinefs,  did  at  length  debate 
To  fettle  the  Succeflion  of  the  State: 
And,  pond'ring,  which  of  all  his  Sons  was  fit 
To  reign,  and  wage  immortal  War  with  Wit, 
Cry'd,  'Tis  refolv'd;  for  Nature  pleads,  that  He 
Should  only  rule,  who  moft  refembles  me. 

££ alone  my  perfect  fmage  bears. 

Mature  in  dulnefs  from  his  tender  years  : 

Sb 1  alone,   of  all  my  Sons,  is  he, 

Who  Hands  confirmed  in  full  flupidity. 

The  reft  to  feme  faint -meaning  make  pretence, 

|jut  $}}         never  deviates  in tpSsnfe, 
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Some  Beams  of  Wit  on  other  Souls  rrny  fail, 
Strike  through,  and  make  a  lucid  interval  ; 

But  Sb 's  .genuine  night  admits  no  ray, 

His  riling  Fogs  prevail  upon  the  Day. 

Befides,  his  goodly  Fabrick  fills  the  eye, 

And  feems  defignM  for  thoughtlefs  Majefty : 

Thoughtlefs  as  Monarch  Oaks,  that  made  the  plain* 

And,  ipread  in  folemn  0ate,  fupinely  reign. 

Heywood  and  Shirley  were  but  Types  of  thee, 

Thou  laft  great  Prophet  of  Tautology. 

Even  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they, 

Was  fent  before  but  to  prepare  thy  way  ; 

And,  coarfely  clad  in  Norwich  Drugget,  came 

To  teach  the  Nations  in  thy  greater  name. 

My  warbling  Lute,  the  Lute  I  whilom  fining* 

When  to  King  John  of  Portugal  I  fung, 

Was  but  the  prelude  to  tSat  glorious  day, 

When  thou  on  filver  Thames  didft  cut  thy  way, 

With  well-tim'd  Oars  before  the  Royal  Barge, 

SwelFd  with  the  Pride  of  thy  Celeftial  charge  ; 

And  big  with  Hymn,  Commander  of  an  Hoft, 

The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epfam  Blankets  toft. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  new  Arion  fail, 

The  Lute  Hill  trembling  underneath  thy  nail. 

At  thy  well-iharpen'd  thumb  from  Shore  to  Shore 

The  Trebles  fqueak  for  fear,  the  Safes  roar : 

Echoes  from  PiJJing- Alley  Sb call, 

And  Sb they  refound  from  Ajlon-HalL  ' 

About  thy  Boat  the  little  Fifties  throng, 
As  at  the  morning  Toaft,  that  floats  along. 
Sometimes,  as  Prince  of  thy  Harmonious  band, 
Thou  wield'ii  thy  Papers  in  thy  threlhing  hand. 
St.  Andris  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time, 
Not  ev'n  the  feet  of  thy  own  Pjycbes  Rhime : . 

Though 
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Though  they  in  number  as  in  fenfe  excel ; 

So  juft,  To  like  Tautology,   they  fell, 

That,  pale  with  envy,  Singleton  forfwore 

The  Lute  and  Sword,  which  he  in  Triumph  bore, 

And  vow'd  he  ne'er  would  aft  Villerins  more. 

Here  ftopt  the  good  old  Sire,  and  wept  for  joy, 
In  filent  raptures  of  the  hopeful  Boy. 
All  Arguments,  but  moft  his  Plays,  perfuade, 
That  for  anointed  dulnefs  he  was  made. 

Clofe  to  the  Walls  which  fair  Augvfta  bind, 
(The  fair  Augufla  much  to  fears  inclined) 
An  antient  fabrick,  raisM  i' inform  the  fight, 
There  flood  of  yore,  and  Barbican  it  hight : 
A  Watch-tower  once ;  but  now  fo  Fates  ordain, 
Of  all  the  Pile  an  empty  name  remains : 
From  its  old  Ruins  Brothel  houfes  rife, 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys, 
Where  their  vail  Courts  the  Mother-Strumpets  keep, 
And,  undifturb'd  by  Watch,  in  filence  fleep*. 
Near  thefe  a  Nurfery  erects  its  head, 
Where  Queens  are  form'd,  and  future  Heroes  bred  ; 
Where  unfledg'd  Actors  learn  to  laugh  and  cry, 
Where  infant  Punks  their  tender  Voices  try*, 
And  little  Maximins  the  Gods  defy. 
Great  Fletcher  never  treads  in  Bufkins  here, 
Nor  greater  John/on  dares  in  Socks  appear  j 
But  gentle  $/W/Vjuft  reception  finds 
Amidft  this  Monument  of  vaniiVd  minds : 


*  Parodies  on  thefe  lines  of  COWLEY  (Davideif,  B.  T.) 
Where  their  vaft  Courts  the  Mother-waters  keep, 
And,  undiftuib'd  by  Moons,  in  (ilence  fleep. 

, ....   Where  unfledgd  tempefts  lie, 

And  infant  vjindt  their  tender  Voices  try* 

Pur® 
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Pure  Clinches  the  fuburbian  Mufe  affords, 
And  Panton  waging  harmlefs  War  with  Words. 
Here  Flecknoe,  as-  a  place  to  Fame  well  known, 

Ambitioufly  defign'd  his  Sb 's  Throne. 

For  ancient  Decker  prophefy'd  long  fince,  1 

That  in  this  Pile  fliould  reign  a  mighty  Prince,  > 

Born  for  a  fcourge  of  Wit,  and  flail  of  Senfe  :  J 

To  whom  true  dulnefs  fhould  feme  Pfjcbes  owe, 
But  Worlds  of  Mifers  from  his  pen  fhould  flow; 
Humaurifts  and  Hypocrites  it  mould  produce, 
Whole  Raymond  Families,  and  Tribes  of  Bruce* 
Now  Emprefs  Fame  had  publiih'd  the  renown 

Of  Sb 's  Coronation  through  the  Town. 

Rouz'd  by  report  of  Fame,  the  Nations  meet, 
From  near  Bunbill,  and  diftant  Wat  ling-fir eet, 
No  Perfian  Carpets  fpread  th'  Imperial  way, 
But  fcatter'd  Limbs  of  mangled  Poets  lay  : 
From  dufty  fhops  neglected  Authors  come, 
Martyrs  of  Pies,  and  Reliques  of  the  Bum. 
Much  Heynvood,  Sbirly,  Qglely  there  lay, 

But  loads  of  Sb almoft  chok'd  the  way. 

Bilk'd  Stationers  for  Yeomen  flood  prepar  d, 
And  H — n  was  Captain  of  the  Guard. 
The  Hoary  Prince  in  Majeily  appear'd, 
High  on  a  Throne  of  his  own  Labours  rear'd. 
At  his  right  hand  our  young  Afcanius  fate, 
Rome's  other  Hope,  and  Pillar  of  the  State. 
His  Brows  thick  fogs,  inftead  of  glories,  grace, 
And  lambent  Dulnefs  plaid  around  his  face. 
As  Hannibal  did  to  the  Altars  come, 
Swore  by  his  Sire  a  mortal  Foe  to  Rome  j 

So  Sb fwore,    nor  fhould  his  Vow  be  vain, 

That  he  'till  Death  true  Dulnefs  would  maintain  j 
And,  in  his  Father's  right,   and  Realm's  defence, 
Ne'er  to  have  Peace  with  Wit,  nor  truce  with  Senfe» 

Tfca 
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The  King  himfelf  the  facred  Undion  made, 

As  King  by  Office,  and  as  Prieft  by  Trade. 

In  his  imiiler  hand,  iniiead  of  Ball, 

He  plac'd  a  mighty  Mug  of  potent  A!e  ; 

Love's  Kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey, 

At  once  his  Sceptre,  and  his  rule  of  Sway  ; 

Whofe  righteous  Lore  the  Prince  had  pradtis'd  young, 

And  from  whofe  Loins  recorded  Pfycbe  fprung. 

His  Temples,  Lift,  with.  Poppies  were  o'erfpread, 

That  nodding  feem'd  to  confecrate  his  head. 

Juft  at  the  point  of  time,  if  Fame  not  lye, 

On  his  left  hand  twelve  reverend  Owls  did  ily. 

So  Romulus,  'tis  fung,  by  Tylers  Brook, 

Prefage  of  Sway  from  twice  fix  Vultures  took. 

Th'  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make^ 

And  Omens  of  his  future  Empire  take. 

The  Sire  then  fhook  the  honours  of  his  head, 

And  from  his  Brows  damps  of  oblivion  med 

Full  on  the  filial  dulnefs :  long  he  flood, 

Repelling  from  his  Breaft  the  raging  God  ; 

At  length  burft  out  in  this  prophedck  mood. 

Heav'ns  blefs  my  Son,  from  Ireland  let  him  reign 
To  far  Barladoes  on  the  Weflern  main  ; 
Of  his  Dominion  may  no  end  be  known, 
And  greater  than  his  Father's  be  his  Throne  ; 
Beyond  Love's  Kingdom  let  him  ilretch  his  Pen !— «- 
He  paus'd,  and  all.  the  People  cry'd  Amen. 
Then  thus  continued  he  :  My  Son,  advance 
Still  in  new  Impudence,  new  Ignorance. 
Succefs  let  others  teach,  learn  thou  from  me 
Pangs  without  birth,  and  fruitlefs  Induilry. 
Let  Virtuoffs  in  five  Years  be  writ ; 
Yet  not  one  Thought  accufe  thy  toil  of  Wit. 
Let  gentle  George  in  triumph  tread  the  Stage, 
tylake  Dormant  betray,  and  Loveit  rage ; 

Let 
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Let  Cully,  Cockwocd,  FopJhg,  charm  the  Pit, 

And  in  their  folly  (hew  the  Writers  wit. 

Yet  ftill  thy  Fools  fhall  Hand  in  thy'defence> 

And  juftify  their  Author's  want  of  fenfe. 

Let  'em  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 

Of  dalnefs,  and  defire  no  foreign  aidi 

That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known, 

Not  Copies  drawn,  but  Iffue  of  thy  own. 

Nay,  let  thy  men  of  Wit  too  be  the  fame, 

All  full  of  thee,  and  dtff'ring  but  in  name. 

Dut  let  no  alien  S — dl—y  imerpofe, 

To  lard  with  wit  thy  hungry  Epfom  profe. 

And  when  falfe  flowers  of  Rbetorick  thou  would'ft  cull* 

Trull  Nature,  do  not  labour  to  be  dull  ; 

But  write  thy  beft,  and  top  ;  and,  in  each  line, 

Sir  Formats  oratory  will  be  thine  : 

Sir  Formal,  though  unfought,  attends  thy  quill, 

And  does  thy  Northern  Dedications  fill. 

Nor  let  falfe  friends  feduce  thy  Mind  to  Fame, 

By  arrogating  jfo&nfons  Hoftile  name. 

Let  Father  Flecknoe  fire  thy  Mind  with  Praife, 

And  Uncle  Ogleby  thy  Envy  raife. 

Thou  art  my  blood,  where  Johnfon  has  no  part : 

What  (hare  have  we  in  Nature  or  in  Art  ? 

Where  did  his  Wit  on  Learning  fix  a  brand, 

And  rail  at  Arts  he  did  not  underftand  ? 

Where  made  he  love  in  Prince  Nicanders  vein, 

Or  fwept  the  dull  in  Pfiekis  humble  flrain  ? 

Where  fold  he  Bargains,  Whip-ilitch,  kifs  my  Arfe> 

promised  a  Play,  and -dwindled  to  a  Farce  ? 

When  did  hisMufe  from  Fletcher  fcenes  purloin, 

As  thou  whole  Ettfrulge  &Q&  transfufe  to  thine  ? 

But  fo  transfus'd,  as  Oil  and  Waters  flow, 

liis  always  floats  above,  thine  finks  below. 

This 
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This  is  thy  Province,  this  thy  wondrous  way, 

New  Humours  to  invent  for  each  new  Play  : 

This  is  that  boa/ted  Bias  of  thy  Mind, 

By  which,  one  way,  to  Dulnefs  'tis  inclin'd  : 

Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  fide  ltiil> 

And,  in  all  changes,  that  way  bends  thy  will. 

Nor  let  thy  mountain-belly  make  pretence 

Of  likenefs ;  thine's  a  tympany  of  fenfe. 

A  Tun  of  Man  in  thy  large  Bulk  is  writ, 

But  fure  thou'rt  but  a  Kilderkin  of  Wit. 

Like  mine,  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep ; 

Thy  Tragick  Mufe  gives  fmiles,  thy  Comick  lleepv 

With  whatever  gall  thou  fet'it  thy  felf  to  write, 

Thy  inoffenfive  Satires  never  bite. 

Jn  thy  felonious  heart  though  Venom  lies, 

It  does  bu:  touch  thy  Irijh  Pen,  and  dies. 

Thy  Genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchafe  Fame 

In  keen  lambicks,  but  mild  Anagram. 

Leave  writing  Plays,  and  choofe  for  thy  command 

Some  peaceful  Province  in  Acroftick  Land. 

There  thou  may 'ft  Wings  diiplay  and  Altars  raife, 

And  torture  one  poor  word  ten  thoufand  ways. 

Or  if  thou  would' ft  thy  different  Talents  fuit, 

Set  thy  own  Songs,  and  fmg  them  to  thy  Lute. 

He  faid  ;  but  his  laft  words  were  fcarcely  heard  : 
For  Bruce  and  -Longuil  had  a  Trap  prepar'd, 
And  down  they  fent  the  yet  declaiming  Bard. 
Sinking  he  left  his  Drugget  Robe  behind, 
Born  upwards  by  a  Subterranean  wind. 
The  Mantle  fell  to  the  young  Prophet's  part, 
With  double  portion  of  his  Father's  Art. 
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I S  not  my  Intention  to  make  an  Apology 
for  my  Poem  :  Some  will  think  it  needs  no 
Excufe,  and  others  will  receive  none.  The 
defign,  I  am  fure,  is  honeft :  But  he,  who 
draws  his  Pen  for  one  Party,  muft  expect  to  make 
Enemies  of  the  other.  For  Wit  and  Fool  are  Con- 
fequents  of  Whig  and  Tory ;  And  every  Man  is  a 
Knave  or  an  Afs  to  the  contrary  fide.  There  is  a 
Treafury  of  Merits  in  the  Fanatic k  Church,  as  well 
as  in  the  Popijb ;  and  a  Pennyworth  to  be  had  of 
Saintihip,  Honefty,  and  Poetry,  for  the  Lewd,  the 
Fa&ious,  and  the  Blockheads :  But  the  longeft  Chap 
ter  in  Deuteronomy  has  not  Curfes  enough  for  an 
Ant\-Brojningham.  My  Comfort  is,  their  manifeft 
Prejudice  to  my  Caufe  will  render  their  Judgment  of 
lefs  Authority  againft  me.  Yet  if  a  Poem  have  a 
Genius,  it  will  force  its  own  reception  in  the  World. 
For  there's  a  Sweetnefs  in  good  Verfe,  which  tickles 
even  while  it  hurts  :  And  no  Man  can  be  heartily 
angry  with  Him,  who  pleafes  him  againft  his  will. 
The  Commendation  of  Adverfaries  is  the  greateft 
Triumph  of  a  Writer,  becaufe  it  never  comes  un- 
Icfs  Extorted.  But  I  can  be  fatisfied  on  more  eafy 
terms :  If  1  happen  topleafe  the  more  Moderate  fort, 
VOL.  I,  H  I  (hall 
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I  fhall  be  Cure  of  an  honeft  Party,  and,  in  all  proba 
bility,  of  the  beft  Judges :  For  the  leaft  Concern M 
are  commonly  the  leaft  Corrupt.  And  I  confefs  I 
have  laid  in  for  thofe,  by  rebating  the  Satire  (where 
Juftice  would  allow  it)  from  carrying  too  fharp  an 
Edge.  They,  who  can  criticife  fo  weakly,  as  to 
imagine  I  have  done  my  Worft,  may  be  convinced 
at  their  own  Coft,  that  I  can  write  Severely,  with 
more  eafe  than  I  can  Gently.  I  have  but  laugh 'd  at 
fome  Mens  Follies,  when  I  could  have  declaim'd 
againft  their  Vices  :  And  other  Mens  Virtues  I  have 
commended,  as  freely  as  1  have  tax'd  their  Crimes. 
And  now,  if  you  are  a  Malicious  Reader,  I  expert 
you  fhould  return  upon  me,  that  I  artecl  to  be 
thought  more  impartial  than  I  arn.  But  if  Men  are 
not  to  be  judged  by  their  Profeflions,  God  forgive 
you  Commonwealth' 's-Men  for  Profefling  fo  plaufibly 
for  the  Government.  You  cannot  be  fo  Uncon- 
fcionableas  to  charge  me  for  not  fubfcribing  of  my 
Name  ;  for  that  would  reflect  too  grofly  upon  your 
own  Party,  who  never  dare,  though  they  have  the 
advantage  of  a  Jury  to  fecure  them.  If  you  like  not 
my  Poem,  the  fault  may  pofiibly  be  in  my  Writing ; 
though  'tis  hard  for  an  Author  to  jud^e  agamft  him- 
felf.  But  more  probably  'tis  in  your  Morals,  which 
cannot  bear  the  Truth  of  it.  The  Violent,  on  both 
fides,  will  condemn  the  Character  of  Abfalom^  as 
either  too  favourably,  or  too  hardly  drawn.  But 
they  are  not  the  Violent,  whom  I  clefire  to  pleafe. 
The  fault,  on  the  right  hand,  is  to  Extenuate,  Pal 
liate,  and  Indulge ;  and,  to  confefs  freely,  I  have 
endeavoured  to  commit  it.  Befides  the  refpecl: 
which  I  owe  his  Birth,  I  have  a  greater  for  his  He 
roic  Virtues  ;  and  David  himfelf  could  not  be  more 
tender  of  the  young  Man's  Lifo>  than  I  would  be 
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of  his  Reputation.  But  fmce  the  moft  excellent 
Natures  are  always  the  moft  eafy,  and,  as  being 
fuch,  are  the  fooneft  perverted  by  ill  Counfels,  efpe- 
cially  when  baited  with  Fame  and  Glory ;  'tis  no 
more  a  wonder  that  he  withftood  not  the  tempta 
tions  of  Achittpbel^  than  it  was  for  Adam^  not  to 
have  refifted  the  two  Devils,  the  Serpent  and  the 
Woman.  The  Gonclufion  of  the  Story  I  purpofely 
forbore  to  profecute,  becaufe  I  could  not  obtain  from 
my  felf,  to  fhew  Abfalom  Unfortunate.  The  Frame 
of  it  was  cut  out  but  for  a  Picture  to  the  Wade  ; 
and  if  the  Draught  be  fo  far  true,  'tis  as  much  as  I 
defign'd. 

Were  I  the  Inventor,  who  am  only  the  Hiftorian, 
I  {hould  certainly  conclude  the  Piece,  with  the  Re 
concilement  of  Abfalom  to  David.  And  who  knows 
but  this  may  come  to  pafs  ?  Things  were  not 
brought  to  an  Extremity  where  I  left  the  Story  : 
There  feems,  yet,  to  be  room  left  for  a  Compofure; 
hereafter  there  may  be  only  for  Pity.  I  have  not 
fo  much  as  an  uncharitable  Wifh  againft  Achitopbel^ 
but  am  content  to  be  accused  of  a  good-natur'd  Er 
ror,  and  to  hope  with  Origen,  that  the  Devil  himfelf 
may  at  laft  be  faved.  For  which  reafon,  in  this 
Poem,  he  is  neither  brought  to  fet  his  Houfe  in  order, 
nor  todifpofe  of  his  Perfon  afterwards  as  he  in  Wif- 
dom  (hall  think  fit.  God  is  infinitely  merciful ;  And 
his  Vicegerent  is  only  not  fo,  becaufe  he  is  not  In 
finite. 

The  true  end  of  Satire  is  the  amendment  of  Vices 
by  correction.  And  he,  who  writes  Honeftly,  is  no 
more  an  Enemy  to  the  Offender,  than  the  Phyfician 
to  the  Patient,  when  he  prefcribes  harih  Remedies 
to  an  inveterate  Difeafe ;  for  thofe  are  only  in  order 
to  prevent  the  Chirurgeon's  work  of  an  Enfe  re* 
H  2  fcindendum% 
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fcindendum^  which  I  wi(h  not  to  my  very  Ene 
mies.  To  conclude  all  ;  If  the  Body  Politick  have 
any  Analogy  to  the  Natural,  in  my  weak  Judgment, 
an  A&  of  Oblivion  were  as  necsflary  in  a  Hot, 
Diftemper'd,  State,  as  an  Opiate  would  be  in  a 
Raging  Fever. 
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pious  Times,  ere  Priell-craft  did  begin, 
Before  Polygamy  was  made  a  Sin  ; 
When  Man  on  many  multiply'd  his  kind, 
Ere  one  to  one  was,  curfedly,  confined  ; 
When  Nature  prompted,  and  no  Law 

deny'd 

Promifcuous  ufe  of  Concubine  and  Bride  ; 
Then  I/rae/'s  Monarch,  after  HeavVs  own  heart, 
His  vigorous  warmth  did  varioufly  impart 
To  Wives  and  Slaves  ;  and,  wide  as  his  Command, 
Scatter'  d  his  Maker's  Image  through  the  Land. 
Micbal,  of  Royal  Blood,  the  Crown  did  wear; 
A  Soil  ungrateful  to  the  Tiller's  Care  : 
Not  fo  the  reft  ;  for  feveral  Mothers  bore 
To  God-like  David  feveral  Sons  before. 
But,  fince  like  Slaves  his  Bed  they  did  afcend, 
No  true  Succeflion  could  their  Seed  attend. 
Of  all  the  numerous  Progeny  was  none 
So  Beautiful,  fo  Brave,  as  Abfahm  : 
Whether,  infpir'd  by  fome  diviner  Luft, 
His  Father  got  him  with  a  greater  Guft  ; 
H  4 
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j  Or  th&fc  his  confcious  Deftiny  made  way, 
By  manly  Beauty,  to  Imperial  Sway. 
Early  in  foreign  Fields  he  won  Renown, 
With  Kings  and  States  Ally'd  to  IfraeF*  Crown: 
In  Peace  the  thoughts  of  War  he  cou'd  remove, 
And  feem'd  as  he  were  only  born  for  Love. 
Whatever  he  did,  was  done  with  fo  much  cafe* 
In  him  alona  'twas  Natural  to  pleafe  : 
His  Motions  all  accompany'd  with  grace  ; 
And  Paradife  was  opened  in  his  face. 
With  fecret  Joy,  indulgent  David  view'd 
His  youthful  Image  in  his,  Son  renew'd : 
To  all  his  wifhes  nothing  he  deny'd  ; 
And  made  the  Charming  Annabel  his  Bride. 
What  faults  he  had  (for  who  from  faults  is  free  ?) 
His  Father  cou'd  not,  or  he  wou'd  not  fee. 
Some  warm  exceffes,  which  the  Law  forbore, 
Were  conftru'd  Youth  that  purg'd  by  boiling  o'er  ; 
And  Atnnons  Murder,  by  a  fpecious  Name, 
Was  call'd  a  juft  Revenge  for  injur'd  Fame.. 
Thus  prais'd,  and  lov'd,  the  noble  Youth  remained, 
While  David  undifturb'd  in  Sion  reign'd. 
But  life  can  never  be  fincerely  blefl : 
Heav'n  punimes  the  bad,  and  proves  the  bell. 
The  Jews,  a  Headtfrong,  Moody,  Murm'ring  race, 
As  ever  try'd  th*  extent  and  flretch  of  grace  ; 
God's  pamper'd  People,  whom,  debauch'd  with  eafe, 
No  King  cou'd  govern,  nor  no  God  cou'd  pleafe ; 
(Gods  they  had  try'd  of  every  ihape  and  fize, 
That  God-fmiths  cou'd  produce,  or  Priefts  devife  :) 
Thefe  Adam-*N\\&>  too  fortunately  free, 
Began  to  dream  they  wanted  Liberty  ; 
And  when  no  rule,  no  precedent  was  found, 
Of  Men,  by  Laws  lefs  circurnfcrib'd  and  bound  ,• 

They 
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They  led  their  wild  defires  to  Woods  and  Caves, 
And  thought  that  all  but  Savages  were  Slaves. 
They,  who,  when  Saul  was  dead,  without  a  blow, 
Made  foolifh  I/bbq/heth  the  Crown  forego; 
Who  banifh'd  David  did  from  Hebron  bring, 
And,  with  a  general  fhout,  proclaim'd  him  King : 
Thofe  very  Jews,  who,  at  their  very  beft, 
Their  Humour  more  than  Loyalty  expreft, 
Now  wonder'd  why,  fo  long,  they  had  obey'd- 
An  Idol-Monarch,  which  their  hands  had  made  v 
Thought  they  might  ruin  him  they  cou'd  create, 
Or  melt  him  to  that  Golden  Calf,  a  State. 
But  thefe  were  random  bolts :  No  form'd  Defign,, 
Nor  Intereft  made  the  Factious  Crowd  to  join : 
The  fober  part  of  Ifrael,  free  from  (lain, 
Well  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  Reign  ; 
And,  looking  backward  with  a  wife  affright, 
Saw  feams  of  wounds,  diftioneft  to  the  fight : 
In  contemplation  of  whofe  ugly  Scars,. 
They  curft  the  memory  of  Civil  Wars. 
The  Moderate  fort  of  Men,  thus  qualify'd,. 
Inclin'd  the  Balance  to  the  better  fide ; 
And  David's  mildnefs  manag'd  it  fo  well,. 
The  Bad  found  no  occafion  to  Rebel. 
But,  when  to  Sin  our  bias'd  Nature  leans, 
The  careful  Devil  is  (till  at  hand  with  means ; 
And  providently  Pimps  for  ill  defires  : 
The  Good  Old  Caufe  revived  a  Plot  requires. 
Plots,  true  or  falfe,  are  neceffary  things, 
To  raife  up  Commonwealths,  and  ruin  Kings. 

Th'  Inhabitants  of  Old  Jerufalem 
Were  Jebvfltes  ;  the  Town  fo  call'd  from  them  ; 

And  theirs  the  Native  right -* 

H  5  But 
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But  when  the  chofen  People  grew  more  ftrong, 

The  rightful  Caufe  at  length  became  the  wrong  > 

And  every  lofs  the  Men  of  Jebus  bore, 

They  itill  were  thought  God's  Enemies  tha  more. 

Thus,  worn  and  weaken'd,  well  or  ill  content, 

Submit  they  muft  to  Davids  Government  : 

Impoveriih'd  and  deprived  of  all  Command, 

Their  Taxes  doubled  as  they  loft  their  Land  ; 

And,  what  was  harder  yet  to  fleih  and  blood, 

Their  Gods  difgrac'd,  and  burnt  like  common  wood. 

This  fet  the  Heathen  Priefthood  in  a  flame  ; 

For  Priefts  of  all  Religions  are  the  fame. 

X)f  whatfoe'er  defcent  their  Godhead  be, 

Stock,  Stone,  or  other  homely  Pedigree., 

Jn  his  Defence  his  Servants  are  as  bold, 

As  if  he  had  been  born  of  beaten  Gold. 

The  Jrwifo  Rabbins,  though  their  Enemies, 

In  this  conclude  them  honeit  Men  and  wile  : 

For  'twas  their  Duty,  all  the  learned  think, 

T'  efpoufe  his  Caufe,  by  whom  they  eat  and  drink. 

From  hence  began  that  P  ot,  the- Nation's  Curfe, 

Bad  in  it  felf,  but  reprefented  worfe  ; 

Rais'd  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decry'd  ; 

With  Oaths  affirm'd,  with  dying  Vows  deny'd  ,* 

Not  weigh' d,  or  winnow'd  by  the  Multitude  ; 

Eut  fwallow'd  in  the  Mafs,  unchewM  and  crude. 

Some  Truth  there  was,  butdafti'd  and  brewM  with  Lies, 

To  pleafe  the  Fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  Wife. 

Succeeding  Times  did  e^ual  Folly  call, 

Believing  nothing,  or  believing  all. 

Th'  ^Egyptian  Rites  the  Jebufites  embrac'd  ; 

Where  Gods  were  recommended  by  their  tafte. 

Such  fav'ry  Deities  muft  needs  be  good, 

As  ferv'd  at  once  for  Worfhip  and:  for  Foed, 

By 
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By  force  they  could  not  introduce  thefe  Gods ; 

For  Ten  to  One,  in  former  days,  was  odds. 

So  Fraud  was  us'd  (the  Sacrificer's  Trade)  : 

Fools  are  more  hard  to  conquer  than  perfuade. 

Their  bufy  Teachers  mingled  with  the  Jews, 

And  rak'd,  for  Converts,  even  the  Court  and  Stews  '* 

Which  Hebrew  Priejls  the  more  unkindly  took, 

Becaufe  the  Fleece  accompanies  the  Flock. 

Some  thought  they  God's  Anointed  meant  to  flay 

By  Guns,  invented  fince  full  many  a  day  : 

Our  Author  fwears  it  not;  but  who  can  know 

How  far  the  Devil  and  Jebuptes  may  go  r 

This  Plot,  which  fail'd  for  want  of  common  Senfe^ 

Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  Confequence : 

For,  as,  when  raging  Fevers  boil  the  Blood, 

The  {landing  Lake  foon  floats  into  a  Flood ; 

And  ev'ry  hoftile  Humour,  which  before 

Slept  quiet  in  its  Channels,  bubbles  o'er  f 

So  feveral  Fa&ions,  from  this  firft  Ferment, 

Work  up  to  Foam,  and  threat  the  Government.    £  wife,- 

Some  by  their  Friends,  more   by    themfelves  thought 

Oppos'd  the  Power,  to  which  they  could  not  rife. 

Some  had  in  Courts  been  great,  and,  thrown  from  thence* 

Like  Fiends,  were  hardeii'd  in  Impenitence. 

Some,  by  their  Monarch's  fatal  Mercy  grown, 

Frompardon'd  Rebels,  Kinfmento  the  Throne, 

Were  rais'd  in  Pow'r  and  publick  Office  high  ; 

Strong  Bands,  if  Bands  ungrateful  men  cou'dtie. 

Of  thefe  the  falfe  Acbitopbel  was  firfl ; 
A  Name  to  all  fucceeding  Ages  curli  : 
For  clofe  Defigns,  and  crooked  Counfels  fit  -, 
Sagacious,  Bold,  and  Turbulent  of  Wit; 
Reftlefs,  unfix'd  in  Principles  and  Place  ; 
In  PcVr  ungleafcM,  impatient  of  Difgrace : 

A  fiery 
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A  fiery  Soul,  which,  working  out  its  way, 

Fretted  the  Pigmy- Body  to  decay, 

And  o'er-inform'd  the  Tenement  of  Clay. 

A  daring  Pilot  in  extremity  ; 

Pleas'd  with  the  Danger,  when  the  Waves  went  high, 

He  fought  the  Storms ;  But,  for  a  Calm  unfit, 

Would  ileer  too  nigh  the  Sands,  to  boafl  his  wit. 

Great  Wits  are  fure  to  Madnefs  near  ally'd, 

And  thin  Partitions  do  their  Bounds  divide  ; 

Elfe,  why  mould  he,  with  Wealth  and  Honour  bleft* 

.Refufe  his  Age  the  needful  Hours  of  Reft  ? 

Puni/h  a  Body,  which  he  cou'd  not  pleafe  ; 

Bankrupt  of  Life,  yet  Prodigal  of  eafe  ? 

And  all  to  leave,  what  with  his  Toil  he  won, 

To  that  unfeather'd,  two-legg'd  thing,  a  Son ; 

Got,  while  his  Soul  did  huddFd  Notions  try  ; 

And  born  a  fhapelefs  Lump,  like  Anarchy. 

In  Friend/hip  falfe,  implacable  in  Hate; 

JRefolv'd  to  Ruin,  or  to  Rule  the  State  ; 

Tocompafs  this,  the  Triple  Bond  he  broke; 

The  Pillars  of  the  Publick  Safety  ftiook ; 

And  fitted  Ifrael  for  a  Foreign  Yoke  : 

Then,  feiz'd  with  Fear,   yet  {till  affixing  Fame, 

Ufurp'd  a  Patriot's  A 11- a  toning  Name. 

So  eafy  ftill  it  proves,  in  Fadious  Times, 

With  publick  Zeal  to  cancel  private  Crimes. 

How  fafe  is  Treafon,  and  how  facred  111, 

Where  none  can  fin  againft  the  People's  Will  ? 

Where  Crouds  can  wink,  and  no  offence  be  known, 

Since  in  another's  Guilt  they  find  their  own  ? 

Yet  Fame  deferv'd  no  Enemy  can  grudge ; 

The  Statcfman  we  abhor,  but  praife  the  Judge. 

In  Ifrael\  Courts  ne'er  fat  an  Abtthdin 

With  more  difcerning  Eyes,  or  Hands  more  clean  ; 

,.      Unbrib'd3 
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Unbrib'd,  unfought,  the  wretched  to  redrefs  ; 

Swift  of  Difpitch,  and  eafy  of  Accefs. 

Oh !  had  he  been  content  to  ferve  the  Crown, 

With  Virtues  only  proper  to  the  Gown  ; 

Or,  had  the  ranknefs  of  the  Soil  been  freed 

From  Cockle,  that  opprefs'd  the  Noble  Seed  i 

David,  for  him,  his  tuneful  Harp  hadflrung, 

And  Heav'n  had  wanted  one  Immortal  Song. 

But  wild  Ambition  loves  to  flide,  not  ftand, 

And  Fortune's  Ice  prefers  to  Virtue's  Land,. 

Acbitopbet,  grown  weary  to  poffefs 

A. lawful  Fame,  and  lazy  Happinefs, 

Difdain'd  the  golden  Fruit  to  gather  free, 

And  lent  the  Crowd  his  Arm  to  fliake  the  Treej 

Now,  manifeft  of  Crimes,  contriv'd  long  fmce, 

He  flood  at  bold  defiance  with  his  Prince  ; 

Held  up  the  Buckler  of  the  People's  Caufe 

Againft  the  Crown,  and  fculk'd  behind  the  Laws* 

The  wilh'd  Occafion  of  the  Plot  he  takes  5 

Some  Circumftances  finds,  but  more  he  makes. 

By  buzzing  Emiffaries,  fills  the  ears 

Of  liftning  Crowds  with  Jealoufies  and  Fears 

Of  Arbitrary  Counfels  brought  to  light, 

And  proves  the  King  himfelf  a  Jebujtte. 

Weak  Arguments  !  which  yet,  he  knew  full  well, 

Were  flrong  with  People  eafy  to  rebel. 

For,  govern'd  by  the  Moon,  the  giddy  Jews 

Tread  the  fame  Track  when  me  tne  Prime  renews  ^ 

And  once  in  twenty  years,  their  Scribes  record, 

By  natural  Inftinft  they  change  their  Lord. 

Jlchitophel  ftill  wants  a  Chief,  and  none 

Was  found  fo  fit  as  Warlike  dbfalom. 

Not  that  he  wifh'd  his  greatnefs  to- create, 

(For  Politicians  neither  love  nor  hate  ) 

Bitt, 
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But,  for  he  knew,  hk  Tide,  not  allow'd, 
Would  keep  him  ftill  depending  on  the  Crowd  : 
That  Kingly  pow'r,  thus  ebbing  out,  might  be 
Drawn  to  the  Dregs  of  a  Democracy. 
Him  he  attempts,  with  ftudied  Arts  to  pleafe,. 
And  fheds  his  Venom  in  fuck  words  as  thefe. 

Aufpicious  Prince,  atwhofe  Nativity 
Some  Royal  Planet  rul'd  the  Southern  Sky  ; 
Thy  longing  Country's  Darling  and  Defire  ; 
Their  cloudy  Pillar,,  and  their  guardian  Fire  i 
Their  fecond  Mofest  whofe  extended  Wand 
Divides  the  Seas,  and  mews  the  promised  Land : 
Whofe  dawning  Day,    in  every  diftant  Age, 
Has  exercis'd  the  facred  Prophets  rage  : 
The  People's  Pray'r,  the  glad  Diviner's  Theme, 
The  young  mens  Vifion,  and  the  old  mens  Dream  !' 
Thee,  Savzoxr,  Thee  the  Nation's  Vows  confefs, 
And,  never  fatisfy'd  with  feeing,  bleis : 
Swift  unbefpoken  Pomps  thy  fteps  proclaim, 
And  Hammering  Babes  are  taught  to  lifp  thy  Name. 
How  long  wilt  thou  the  general  Joy  detain, 
Starve,  and  defraud  the  People  of  thy  Reign  ; 
Content  ingloriaufly  to  pafs  thy  days, 
Like  one  of  Virtue's  Fools  that  feed  on  Praife  ; 
*Till  thy  frefn  Glories,  which  now  fliine  fo  bright, 
Grow  dale,  and  tarnifti  with  our  daily  fight  £ 
Believe  me,  Royal  Youth,  thy  Fruit  muft  be 
Or  gathered  Ripe,  or  rot  upon  the  Tree. 
Heav'n  has  to  ail  allotted,  foon  or  late, 
Some  lucky  Revolution  of  their  Fate  : 
Whofe  Motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  Skill, 
(For  human  Good  depends. on  human  Will) 
Oar  Fortune  rolls  as  from  a  fmoota  defcent, 
Aod  from,  the  firft  Impref^on  takes  the  Eent :        v 
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But,  ifunfeiz'd,  (lie  glides  away  like  wind, 

And  leaves  repenting  Folly  far  behind. 

Now,  now  me  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize, 

And  fpreads  her  Locks  before  her  as  fhe  flies. 

Had  thus  Old  David,  from  whofe  Loins  you  fpring, 

Not  dar'd,  when  Fortune  callM  him,  to  be  King, 

At  Gath  an  Exile  he  might  Hill  remain, 

And  HeavVs  Anointing  Oil  had  been  in  vain. 

Let  his  fuccefsful  Youth  your  hopes  engage  j. 

But  fliun  th'  example  of  Dec'ining  Age  : 

Behold  him  fetdng  in  his  Wcftern  Skies, 

The  Shadows  lengthning  as  the  Vapours  rife. 

He  is  not  now,  as  when  on  Jordan^  Sand  1 

The  joyful  People  throng1  d  to  fee  him  Land, 

Covering  the  Beech,  and  blackning  all  the  Strand  ;        J 

But,  like  the  Prince  of  Angels,  from  his  height, 

Comes  tumbling  downward  with  diminiih'd  light  : 

Betray'd  by  one  poor  Plot  to  publick  Scorn  : 

(Our  only  BlcfSng  fmce  his  curft  Return  :) 

Thofe  heaps  of  People,  which  one  Sheaf  did  bind;,. 

Blown  off,  and  fcatter'd  by  a  pufFof  Wind. 

What  ftrength  can  he  to  your  Defigns  oppofe, 

Naked  of  Friends,  and  round  befet  with  Foes  ? 

If  Pharaoh's  doubtful  Succour  he  fliould  ufe, 

A  Foreign  Aid  wouM  more  incenfe  the  Jews  : 

Proud  Egypt  wou'd  diffembled  Friendihip  bring  ;• 

Foment  the  War,  but  not  fupport  the  King  : 

Nor  wou'd  the  Royal  Party  e'er  unite 

With  Pharaoh**  Arms,  tvaffift  the  Jebupte  J 

Or  if  they  fhouM,  their  Int'reft  foon  wou*d  break, 

And,  with  fuch  odious  Aid,  make   DawWweak. 

All  forts  of  men,  by  my  fuccefsful  Arts, 

Abhorring  Kings,  eftrange  their  altered  Heaits 

Frem 
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From  DaruicTs  Rule  :  And  'tis  their  general  Cry> 
Religion,  Common-wealth,  and  Liberty. 
If  you,  as  Champion  of  the  Publick  Good, 
Add  to  their  Arms  a  Chief  of  Royal  Blood, 
What  may  not  Ifrael  hope,  and  what  Applaufe 
Might  fuch  a  Gen'ral  gain  by  fuch  a  Caufe  ? 
Not  barren  Praife  alone,  that  Gaudy  FJow'r, 
Fair  only  to  the  fight,  but  folid  Pow'r  : 
And  nobler  is  a  limited  Command, 
Giv'n  by  the  Love  of  all  your  Native  Land, 
Than  a  fucceflive  Title,  Long  and  Dark, 
Drawn  from  the  Mouldy  Rolls  of  Noah's  Ark. 
What  cannot  Praife  effect  in  mighty  Minds, 
When  Flattery  fooths,.  and  when  Ambition  blinds  T 
Defireof  Pow'r^on  Earth  a  vicious  Weed, 
Yet,  fprung  from  High,  is  of  Cceleilial  Seed  : 
In  God  'tis  Glory  j  And,  when  Men  afpire, 
'Tis  but  a  Spark  too  much  of  Heav'nly  Fire. 
Th1  Ambitious  Youth,  too  Covetous  of  Fame, 
Too  full  of  Angels  Metal  in  his  Frame, 
Unwarily  was  led  from  Virtue's  ways, 
Made  drunk  with  Honour,  and  debauch'd  with  Praife, 
Half  loath,  and  half  confenting  to  the  111, 
(For  Royal  Blood  within  him  ftruggled  ilill) 

He  thus  reply'd. And  what  Pretence  have  I 

To  take  up  Arms  for  publick  Liberty  ? 
My  Father  governs  with  unqueflion'd  Right ; 
The  Faith's  Defender,   and  Mankind's  Delight  jr 
Good,  Gracious,  Juft,  obfervant  of  the  Laws  ; 
And  Heav'n  by  Wonders  has  efpous'd  his  Caufe. 
Whom  has  he  wrong'd  in  all  his  peaceful  Reign  ? 
Who  fues  for  Juftice  to  his  Throne  in  vain  ? 
What  Millions  has  he  pardon'd  of  his  Foes, 
WJiOin  mil  Revenge  did  to  his  Wrath  expofe  ?' 

Mild,. 
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Mild,  Eafy,  Humble,  Studious  of  our  Good  ; 

Inclined  to  Mercy,  and  averfe  from  Blood. 

If  Mildnefs  ill  with  ftubborn  Ifrael  fuit, 

His  Crime  is  God's  beloved  Attribute. 

What  could  he  gain,  his  People  to  betray, 

Or  change  his  Right  for  arbitrary  Sway  ? 

Let  haughty  Pharaoh  curfe  with  fuch  a  Reign 

His  fruitful  Nile,  and  yoke  a  fervile  Train, 

IfDavitfs  Rule  Jerufalem  difpleafe, 

The  Dsg-Star  heats  their  Brains  to  this  Difeafe* 

Why  then  mould  I,  encouraging  the  Bad, 

Turn  Rebel,  and  run  popularly  mad  ? 

Were  he  a  Tyrant,  who,  by  lawlefs  Might, 

Opprefs'd  the  Jews,  and  rais'd  the  Jebufite, 

Well  might  I  mourn;  but  Nature's  holy  bands 

Wou'd  curb  my  Spirits,  and  reftrain  my  Hands  : 

The  People  might  aflert  their  Liberty  ; 

But  what  was  Right  in  them,  were  Crime  in  me. 

His  Favour  leaves  me  nothing  to  require, 

Prevents  my  Wiihes,  and  out-runs  Defire  ; 

What  more  can  I  expeft  while  David  lives  ? 

All  but  his  Kingly  Diadem  he  gives  : 

And  that —  But  here  he  paus'd  ;  then  fighing,  faid,— 

Is  juftly  deflin'd  for  a  Worthier  Head. 

For  when  my  Father  from  his  Toils  mall  reft,. 

And  late  Augment  the  Number  of  the  Bleft, 

His  lawful  lilue  (hall  the  Throne  afcend, 

Or  the  Collat'ral  Line>  where  that  mall  end. 

His  Brother,  tho*  opprefs'd  with  Vulgar  Spite, 

Yet  dauntlefs,  and  fecure  of  Native  Right, 

Of  every  Royal  Virtue  flands  pofleft  ; 

Still  dear  to  all  the  Bra  veil  and  the  Beft. 

His  Courage  Foes,  his  Friends  his  Truth  proclaim  ; 

His  Loyalty  the  King,  the  World  his  Fame. 
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His  Mercy  e'en  th'  Offending  Crowd  will  find  ; 

For  fure  he  comes  of  a  Forgiving  Kind. 

Why  mould  I  then  repine  at  Heav  Vs  Decree, 

Which  gives  me  no  Pretence  to  Royalty  ? 

Yet  oh  that  Fate,  propitioufly  inclin'd, 

Had  rais'd  my  Birth,  or  had  debas'd  my  Mind, 

To  rny  large  Soul  not  all  her  Treafure  lent, 

And  then  betray'd  it  to  a  mean  Defcent  ! 

I  find,   1  find  my  mounting  Spirits  bold, 

And  David's  Part  difdains  my  Mother's  Mould. 

Why  am  I  (canted  by  a  niggard  Birth  ? 

My  Soul  difclaims  the  Kindred  of  her  Earth  ; 

And,  made  for  Empire,  whifpers  me  within, 

Defire  of  Greatnels  is  a  God-like  Sin. 

Him  Daggering  fo  when  Hell's  dire  Agent  found, 
While  fainting  Virtue  fcarce  maintain'd  her  Ground, 
He  pours  frefh  Forces  in,  and  thus  replies  : 

Th'  Eternal  God,  fupremcly  Good  and  Wife, 
Imparts  not  thefe  prodigious  Gifts  in  vain  : 
What  Wonders  are  RefervM  to  blefs  your  Reign  ? 
Againit  your  Will  your  Arguments  have  Ihown, 
Such  Virtue's  only  given  to  guide  a  Throne. 
Not  that  your  Father's  Mildnefs  I  contemn  j 
But  manly  Force  becomes  the  Diadem. 
'Tis  true,  he  grants  the  People  all  they  crave  ; 
And  more,  perhaps,  than  Subjects  ought  to  have  : 
For  Lavifli  Grants  fuppofe  a  Monarch  tame, 
And  more  his  Goodnefs  than  his  Wit  proclaim. 
But,  when  ihould  People  ftrive  their  Bonds  to  break, 
If  not  when  Kings  are  negligent  or  Weak  * 
Let  him  give  on  'till  he  can  give  no  more, 
The  Thrifty  Sanhedrim  mail  keep  him  poor; 
And  every  Shekel,  which  he  can  receive, 
Sliall  coft  a  Limb  of  his  Prerogative. 

To 
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To  ply  him  with  new  Plots,  {hall  be  my  Care  ; 

Or  plunge  him  deep  in  fome  expenfive  War  ; 

Which  when  his  Treafure  can  no  more  fupply, 

He  muft,  with  the  Remains  of  Kingmip,   buy 

His  faithful  Friends,  our  Jealoufies  and  Fears 

Call  Jebitfitesy  and  P&grao&s  Penfioners  ; 

Whom  when  our  Fury  from  his  Aid  has  torn, 

He  mail  be  naked  left  to  publick  Scorn. 

The  next  Succeffor,  whom  I  fear  and  hate, 

My  Arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  State  ; 

Turn'd  all  his  Virtues  to  his  Overthrow, 

And  gain'd  our  Elders  to  pronounce  a  Foe. 

His  Right,  for  Sums  of  neceflkry  Gold, 

Shall  firil  be  Pawn'd,  and  afterwards  be  Sold  j 

'Till  Time  mall  ever-wanting  David  draw, 

To  pafs  your  doubtful  Title  into  Law  ; 

If  not,  the  People  have  a  Right  Supreme 

To  make  their  Kings ;  for  Kings  are  made  for  them. 

All  Empire  is  no  more  than  Pow'r  in  Trull, 

Which,  when  refuai'd,  can  be  no  longer  Jufiu 

Succeffion,  for  the  general  Good  defign'd, 

Jn  its  own  Wrong  a  Nation  cannot  bind  ; 

Jf  altering  that  the  People  can  relieve, 

Better  one  fuffer  than  a  Nation  grieve. 

The  Jews  well  know  their  PowV  :  ere  Saul  they  cho&* 

God  was  their  King,  and  God  they  durft  Depofe. 

Urge  now  your  Piety,  your  Filial  Name, 

A  Father's  Right,  and  Fear  of  future  Fame  ; 

The  Publick  Good,  that  Univerfcl  Call, 

To  which  e'en  Heav'n  fubmitted,  anfwers  all. 

Nor  let  his  Love  enchant  your  generous  Mind  ; 

*Tis  Nature's  Trick  to  propagate  her  Kind. 

Our  fond  Begetters,  who  would  never  die, 

Love  but  themfelves  in  their  Poilerity. 

Of 
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Or  let  his  Kindnefs  by  th'  Ef&ds  be  try'd, 

Or  let  him  lay  his  vain  Pretence  afide. 

God  faid,  helov'd  your  Father  ;  could  he  bring 

A  better  Proof,  than  to  anoint  him  King  ? 

It  furely  flievvM  he  lov'd  the  Shepherd  well, 

Who  gave  ib  fair  a  Flock  as  Ifrael. 

Would  David  have  you  thought  his  Darling  Son  ? 

What  means  he  then  to  Alienate  the  Crown  ? 

The  name  of  Godly  he  may  blufh  to  bear  : 

'Tis  after  God's  own  Heart  to  Cheat  his  Heir. 

He  to  his  Brother  gives  fupreme  Command, 

To  you  a  Legacy  of  Barren  Land ; 

Perhaps  thv  old  Harp,  on  which  he  thrums  his  Lays, 

Or  fome  dull  Hebrew  Ballad  in  your  Praife. 

Then  the  next  Heir,  a  Prince  Severe  and  Wife, 

Already  looks  on  you  with  Jealous  Eyes  ; 

Sees  through  the  thin  Difguifes  of  your  Arts, 

And  marks  your  Progrefs  in  the  Peoples  Hearts  j 

Though  now  his  mighty  Soul  its  Grief  contains : 

He  meditates  Revenge,  who  Teaft  complains  ; 

And  like  a  Lion,  flumbring  in  the  way, 

Or  Sleep  diflembling,  while  he  waits  his  Prey, 

His  fearlefs  Foes  within  his  Diftance  draws, 

Conftrains  his  Roaring,  and  contracts  his  Paws  ; 

'Till,  at  the  laft,  his  time  for  Fury  found, 

He  moots  with  fudden  Vengeance  from  the  Ground  j 

The  Proftrate  Vulgar  pafles  o'er,  and  fpares, 

But  with  a  Lordly  Rage  his  Hunters  tears. 

Your  Cafe  no  tame  Expedients  will  afford  : 

Refolve  on  Death,  or  Conqueft  by  the  Sword, 

Which  for  no  lefs  a  Stake  than  Life  you  draw  j 

And  Self-defence  is  Nature's  Eldeft  Law. 

Leave  the  warm  People  no  Confidering  time  :. 

For  then  Rebellion  may  be  thought  a  Crime. 

Prevail 
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Prevail  your  fclf  of  what  Occafion  gives, 
But  try  your  Title  while  your  Father  lives  : 
And,  that  your  Arms  may  have  a  fair  Pretence, 
Proclaim,  you  take  them  in  the  King's  Defence  ; 
Whofc  Sacred  Life  each  Minute  would  expofe 
To  Plots,  from  feeming  Friends,  and  fecret  Foes. 
And  who  can  found  the  Depth  of  David's  Soul  ? 
Perhaps  his  Fear  his  Kindnefs  may  controul. 
He  fears  his  Brother,  though  he  loves  his  Son, 
For  plighted  Vows  too  late  to  be  undone. 
Jf  fo,  by  Force  he  wiihes  to  be  gain'd  : 
Like  Womens  Leachery  to  feem  conftrain'd. 
Doubt  not :  but,  when  he  mofl  affects  the  Frown, 
Commit  a  pleafing  Rape  upon  the  Crown. 
Secure  his  Perfon  to  fecure  your  Caufe  : 
They,  who  pofiefs  the  Prince,  pofTefs  the  Laws. 

He  faid,  and  this  Advice,  above  the  reft, 
With  Alfalorjfi  Mild  Nature  fuited  befl  ; 
Unblamd  of  Life  (Ambition  fetafide) 
Not  Itain'd  wi:h  Cruelty,  nor  puft  with  Pride. 
How  happy  had  he  been,  if  Deitiny 
Had  higher  plac'd  his  Birth,  or  not  fo  high  f 
His  Kingly  Virtues  might  have  claim'd  a  Throne, 
And  blefl  all  other  Countries  but  his  own. 
But  charming  Greatnefs  fmce  fo  few  refufe, 
'Tis  jufter  to  lament  him,  than  accufe. 
Strong  were  his  Hopes  a  Rival  to  remove, 
With  Blandimments  to  gain  the  publick  Love  : 
To  head  the  Fadion  while  their  Zeal  was  hot, 
And  popularly  profecute  the  Plot. 
To  further  this,  Acbitofbtl  unites 
The  Male-contents  of  all  the  Jfraelites  \ 
Whofe  differing  Parties  he  could  wifely  join, 
For  feveral  Ends,  to  ferve  the  fame  Defign. 

The 
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The  beft,  and  of  the  Princes  fome  were  fuch, 

Who  thought  the  Pow'r  of  Monarchy  too  much  ; 

Miilaken  Men,  and  Patriots  in  their  Hearts  ; 

Not  wicked,  but  fediicM  by  impious  Arts. 

By  thefe  the  Springs  of  Property  were  bent, 

And  wound  fo  high,  they  crack'd  the  Government. 

The  next  for  Intereft  fought  t'embroil  the  State, 

To  fell  their  Duty  at  a  dearer  rate  ; 

And  make  their  Jewijh  Markets  of  the  Throne  ; 

Pretending  PublickGood,  to  ferve  their  own. 

Others  thought  Kings  an  ufelefs  heavy  Load, 

Who  coft  too  much,  and  did  too  little  Good. 

Thefe  were  for  laying  honeft  David  by, 

On  Principles  of  pure  good  Husbandry. 

With  them  join'd  all  th'  Haranguers  of  the  Throng, 

That  thought  to  get  Preferment  by  the  Tongue. 

Who  follow  next,  a  double  Danger  bring, 

Not  only  hating  David,  but  the  King  ; 

The  Solym&an  Rout ;  well  versM,  of  old, 

In  Godly  Faction,  and  in  Treafon  bold  ; 

Cowring  and  Quaking  at  a  Conqu'ror's  Sword, 

But  lofty  to  a  Lawful  Prince  reitorM  ; 

Saw  with  Difdain  an  Etbnick  Plot  begun, 

And  fcorn'd  by  Jubujttes  to  be  Out-done. 

Hot  Levltes  Headed  thefe  ;  who  pull'd  before 

From  th7  Ark,  which  in  the  Judges  days  they  bore, 

Refum'd  their  Cant,  and,  with  a  Zealous  Cry, 

Purfu'd  their  old  belov'd  Theocracy  : 

Where  Sanhedrim  and  Priefh  enflav'd  the  Nation, 

And  juftified  their  Spoils  by  Infpiratiorc  : 

For  who  fo  fit  for  Reign  as  Aaron  $  Race, 

If  once  Dominion  they  could  found  in  Grace  ? 

Thefe  led  the  Pack  ;  tho'  not  of  fureft  fcent, 

Yet  deepeft  raoutlA?  againil  the  Government. 
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A  numerous  Hoft  of  dreaming  Saints  fucceed, 

Of  the  true  old  Enthufiailick  Breed  ; 

'Gainfl  Form  and  Order  they  their  Pow'r  employ, 

Nothing  to  Build,  and  all  things  to  Dellroy. 

But  far  more  numerous  was  the  Herd  of  fuch, 

Who  think  too  little,  and  who  talk  too  much. 

Thefe  out  of  mere  Inflinft,  they  knew  not  why, 

Ador'd  their  Fathers  God.  and  Property  ; 

And,  by  the  fame  blind  Benefit  of  Fate, 

The  Devil  and  the  Jebufite  did  hate  : 

Born  to  be  fav'd,  e'en  in  their  own  defpight, 

Becau/c  they  could  not  help  believing  right. 

Such  were  the  Tools :  but  a  whole  Hydra  more 

Remains,  of  fprouting  heads  too  long  to   fcore. 

Some  of  their  Chiefs  were  Princes  of  the  Land  ; 

In  the  the  firll  Rank  of  thefe  did  Zimri  Hand  : 

A  Man  fo  various,  that  he  feem'd  to  be 

Not  one,  but  all  Mankind's  Epitome  : 

Stiff  in  Opinions,  always  in  the  wrong  ; 

Was  Every  thing  by  ftarts,  and  Nothing  long  ; 

But,  in  the  Courfe  of  one %  revolving  Moon, 

Was  Chymift,  Fidler,  Statefman,  and  Buffoon  : 

Then  all  for  Women,  Painting,  Rhiming,  Drinking  j 

Befides  ten  thoufand  Freaks  that  dy'd  in  thinking. 

Bleft  Madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ, 

With  fomething  New  to  \vifh,  or  to  enjoy  ! 

Railing  and  Praifing  were  his  ufual  Themes  ; 

And  both  (tofnew  his  Judgment)  in  Extremes : 

So  over  Violent,  or  over  Civil, 

That  every  Man,  with  him,  was  God  or  Devil. 

Infquandring  Wealth  was  his  peculiar  Art  : 

Nothing  went  unrewarded,  but  Defert. 

Beggared  by  Fool:-,  whom  ftill  he  found  too  late  ; 

He  had  his  Jeft,  and  :hey  hacl  his  Efcate. 

He 
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He  laugh'd  himfelf  from  Court  ;  then  fought  Relief 
By  forming  Parties,  but  cou'd  -ne'er  be  Chief  : 
For,  fpite  of  him,  the  weight  of  Bufinefs  fell 
On  Abfahmy  and  wife  Acbitopbel : 
Thus,  wicked  but  in  Will,  of  Means  bereft, 
He  left  not  Fa&ion,  but  of  That  was  left. 

Titles  and  Names  'twere  tedioui  to  rehearfe 
Of  .Lords,  below  the  Dignity  of  Verfe. 
Wits,  Warriors,  Common-wealths-men,  were  the  beft  : 
Kind  Husbands,  and  mere  Nobles,  all  the  reft. 
And  therefore,  in  the  Name  of  Dulnefs,  be 
The  well- hung  Balaam  and  cold  Caleb  free  : 
And  canting  Nadab  let  Oblivion  damn, 
Who  made  new  Porridge  for  the  Pafchal  Lamb. 
Let  Friendship's  holy  Band  fome  Names  a  Mure  ; 
Some  their  own  Worth,  and  fome  let  Scorn  fecure. 
Nor  mail  the  Rafcal-Rabble  here  have  Place, 
Whom  Kings  no  Titles  gave,  and  God  no  Grace: 
Not  Bull- fac'd  Jonas,  who  could  Statutes  draw 
To  mean  Rebellion,  and  make  Treafon  Law. 
But  he,  though  bad,  is  followed  by  a  wcrfe, 
The  Wretch,  who  HeavVs  Anointed  dar'd  to  curfe  i 
S/jtmei,  whofe  Youth  did  early  Promife  bring 
Of  Zeal  to  God,  and  Hatred  to  his  King  ; 
Did  wifely  from  expenfive  Sins  refrain, 
And  never  broke  the  Sabbath,  but  for  Gain  : 
Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  Oath  to  vent, 
Or  Curfe,  unlefs  againft:  the  Government.* 
Thus,  heaping  Wealth,  by  the  moil  reacy  way 
Among  the  Jews,  which  was  .to  Cheat  and  Pray  ; 
The  City,  to  reward  his  pious  Hate 
Againft  his  Matter,  chofe  him  Magi  ft  rate. 
His  Hand  a  Vafe  of  Juilice  did  uphold  ; 
His  N«ck  was  loaded  with  a  Chain  of  Gold. 

During 
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During  his  Office,  Treafon  was  no  Crime  ; 
The  Sons  of  Belial  had  a  Glorious  Time  : 
For  Sbimei,  though  not  prodigal  of  Pelf, 
Yet  lov'd  his  wicked  Neighbour  as  himfelf. 
When  two  or  three  were  gather'd  to  declaim 
Againft  the  Monarch  of  Jerufalem, 
Sbimei  was  always  in  the  midft  of  them  : 
And,  if  they  Curs'd  the  King  when  he  v/as  by, 
Would  rather  Curfe,  than  break  good  Company. 
If  any  durft  his  Factious  Friends  accufe, 
He  pack'd  a  Jury  of  difTenting  Jews  ; 
Whofe  Fellow-feeling  in  the  godly  Caufe 
Wou'd  free  the  fuff'ring  Sa;nt  from  human  Laws. 
For  Laws  are  only  made  to  punifh  thofe, 
Who  ferve  the  King,  and  to  protect  his  Foes. 
If  any  leifure  time  he  had  from  Pow'r, 
(Becaufe  'tis  Sin  to  mif-employ  an  hour  :) 
His  Bus'nefs  was,  by  Writing  to  perfuade, 
That  Kings  were  ufelefs,  and  a  Clog  to  Trade  : 
And,  that  his  noble  Style  he  might  refine, 
No  Recbabite  more  ihun'd  the  fumes  of  Wine. 
Chafte  were  Ms  Cellars,  and  his  Shrieval  Board 
The  Groffnefs  of  a  City  Feaft  abhorr'd  : 
His  Cooks,  with  long  difufe,  their  Trade  forgot  ; 
Cool  was  his  Kitchen,  though  his  Brains  were  hot. 
Such  frugal  Virtue  Malice  may  accufe  ; 
But  fare  'twas  neceflary  to  the  Jews  : 
For  Towns,  once  burnt,  fuch  Magiftrates  require 
As  dare  not  tempt  God's  Providence  by  Fire. 
With  Spiritual  Food  he  fed  his  Servants  well, 
But  free  from  Flefh,  that  made  the  Jews  rebel  : 
And  Mo/es's  Laws  he  held  in  more  account,' 
For  forty  days  of  fading  in  the  Mount. 
VOL.  I.     .  I 
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To  fpeak  the  reft,  who  better  are  forgot, 
Would  tire  a  well-breath'd  Witnefs  of  the  Plot, 
Yet,  Corah,  thou  (halt  from  Oblivion  pafs  ; 
Erect  thy  felf,  thou  Monumental  Brafs, 
High  as  the  Serpent  of  thy  Metal  made, 
While  Nations  Hand  fecure  beneath  thy  (hade. 
What,  tho'  his  Birth  were  bafe,  yet  Comets  rife 
From  earthly  Vapours  ere  they  mine  in  Skies. 
Prodigious  Actions  may  as  well  be  done 
By  Weaver's  I  flue,  as  by  Prince's  Son. 
This  Arch-Atteilor  for  the  Publick  Good 
By  that  one  Deed  ennobles  all  his  Blood. 
Who  ever  afk'd  the  Wiinefles  high  Race, 
Whofe  Oath  with  Martyrdom  did  Stephen  grace  ? 
Ours  was  a  Lcvite,  and,  as  times  went  then, 
His  Tribe  were  God  Almighty's  Gentlemen. 
Sunk  were  his  Eyes,  his  Voice  was  harfh  and  loud, 
Sure  figns  he  neither  Cholerick  was  nor  Proud  : 
His  long  Chin  prov'd  his  Wit ;  his  Saint-like  Grace 
A  Church  Vermilion,  and  a  Mo/es*  Face. 
His  Memory,  miraculoufly  great, 
Cou'd  Plots,  exceeding  Man's  belief,  repeat ; 
Which  therefore  cannot  be  accounted  Lies, 
For  human  Wit  couM  never  fuch  devife. 
Some  future  Truths  are  mingled  in  his  Book  ; 
But  where  the  Witnefs  fail'd,  the  Prophet  fpoke  : 
Some  things  like  Vifionary  flight  appear ; 
The  Spirit  caught  him  up  the  Lord  knows  where  ; 
And  gave  him  his  Rabinical  Degree, 
Unknown  to  Foreign  Univerfity. 
His  Judgment  yet  his  Mem'iy  did  excel  ; 
Which  pidc'd  his  wondrous  Evidence  fo  well, 
And  fuited  to  the  Temper  of  the  Times, 
Then  groaning  under  Jebuf.tick  Crimes. 

Let 
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Let  IfraePs  Foes  fufpect  his  Heav'nly  Call, 

And  ramly  judge  his  Writ  Apocryphal  ; 

Our  Laws  for  iVich  Affronts  have  Forfeits  made  : 

He  takes  his  Life,  who  takes  away  his  Trade. 

Were  I  my  felf  in  Witnefs  Corals  place, 

The  Wretch,  who  did  me  fuch  a  dire  difgrace, 

Sheu'd  whet  my  memory,  though  once  forgot. 

To  make  him  an  Appendix  of  my  Plot. 

His  Zeal  to  Heav'n  made  him  his  Prince  defpifc, 

And  load  his  Perfon  with  Indignities. 

But  Zeal  peculiar  Privilege  affords, 

Indulging  latitude  to  Deeds  and  Words : 

And  Corab  might  for  Agag*  Murder  call, 

In  terms  as  coarfe  as  Samuel  us'd  to  Saul. 

What  others  in  his  Evidence  did  join, 

(The  befl  that  cou'd  be  had  for  love  or  coin) 

Jn  Coratfs  own  predicament  will  fall  : 

For  Witnefs  is  a  Common  Name  to  all. 

Surrounded  thus  with  Friends  of  every  fort, 
Deluded  Abfalom  forfakes  the  Court : 
Impatient  of  high  hopes,  urg'd  with  Renown, 
And  fir'd  with  near  pofleflion  of  a  Crown. 
Th1  admiring  Crowd  are  dazled  with  Surprize, 
And  on  his  Goodly  Perfon  feed  their  Eyes. 
His  joy  conceal'd,  he  fets  himfelf  to  mow  ; 
On  each  fide  bowing  popularly  low : 
His  Looks,  his  Geitures,  and  his  Words  he  frames, 
And  with  familiar  eafe  repeats  their  Names. 
Thus  form'd  by  Nature,  furnifh'd  out  with  Arts, 
He  glides  unfelt  into  their  fecret  hearts. 
Then,  with  a  kind  compaflionating  look, 
And  fighs,  befpeakmg  pity  ere  he  fpoke, 
Few  words  he  faid  ;   but  eafy  thofe  and  fit, 
Mote  flow  than  Hybla-drops,  and  far  more  fwect. 

I  2  I  mourn, 
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I  mourn,  my  Countrymen,  your  loft  Eftate  ; 
Though  far  unable  to  prevent  your  Fate  : 
Behold  a  banifVd  Man,  for  your  dear  Caufe 
Expos'd  a  Prey  to  Arbitrary  Laws  f 
Yet  oh  !  that  I  alone  cou'd  be  undone, 
Cut  oft"  from  Empire,  and  no  more  a  Son  ! 
Now  all  your  Liberties  a  Spoil  are  made  ; 
jEgypt  and  lyrus  intercept  your  Trade, 
And  Jebufites  your  Sacred  Rites  invade. 
My  Father,  whom  with  Reverence  yet  I  name, 
Charm'd  into  Eafe,  is  carelcfs  of  his  Fame  ; 
And,  brib'd  with  petty  Sums  of  foreign  Gold, 
Is  grown  in  Batk/hebcis  embraces  old  ; 
Exalts  his  Enemies,  his  Friends  deftroys ; 
And  all  his  pow'r  againft  himfelf  employs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give,  my  Right  away  : 
But  why  fhould  he  his  own,  and  yours  betray  ? 
He,  only  he,  can  make  the  Nation  bleed, 
And  he  alone  from  my  revenge  is  freed. 
Take  then  my  Tears  (with  that  he  wip'd  his  Eyes) 
»Tis  all  the  Aid  my  prefent  pow'r  fupplies  ; 
No  Court- Informer  can  thefe  Arms  accufe  ; 
Thefe  Arms  may  Sons  againft  their  Fathers  ufe ; 
And  'tis  my  wim,  the  next  Succefibr's  Reign 
May  make  no  other  Ifraelite  complain. 

Youth,  Beauty,  Graceful  A&ion  feldom  fail ; 
But  Common  Intereft  always  will  prevail : 
And  Pity  never  ceafes  to  be  fhown, 
To  him,  who  makes  the  People's  wrongs  his  own. 
The  Crowd  (that  ftill  believe  their  Kings  opprefs) 
With  lifted  hands  their  young  MfJ/tab  blefs  : 
Who  now  begins  his  Progrefs  to  ordain 
With  Chariots,  Horfemen,  and  a  numerous  Train  : 

From 
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From  Eaft  to  Welt  his  Glories  he  difplays, 

And,  like  the  Sun,  the  Promised  Land  furveys. 

Fame  runs  before  him,  as  the  Morning-Star, 

And  fhouts  of  joy  falute  him  from  afar : 

Each  houfe  receives  him  as  a  Guardian  God, 

And  confecrates  the  Place  of  his  abode. 

But  hofpitable  Treats  did  moil  commend 

Wife  I/facbar,  his  wealthy  Weftern  Friend. 

This  moving  Court,  that  caught  the  People's  Eyes, 

And  feem'd  but  Pomp,  did  other  Ends  difguife  : 

Achitopbel  had  form'd  it,  with  intent 

To  found  the  Depths,  and  fathom,  where  it  went, 

The  People's  Hearts  j  diftinguifti  Friends  from  Foes  j 

And  try  their  ftrength  before  they  came  to  Blows. 

Yet  all  was  colour'd  with  a  fmooth  Pretence 

Of  fpecious  Love,  and  Duty  to  their  Prince. 

Religion,  and  Redrefs  of  Grievances, 

Two  names  that  always  cheat,  and  always  pleafe, 

Are  often  urg'd  ;  and  good  King  Davids  Life 

Endangered  by  a  Brother  and  a  Wife. 

Thus  in  a  Pageant  (hew  a  Plot  is  made ; 

And  Peace  it  felf  is  War  in  Mafquerade. 

Oh  fooiifh  Ifrael!  never  warn'd  by  111 ! 

Still  the  fame  bait,  and  circumvented  flill ! 

Did  ever  Men  forfake  their  prefent  eafe, 

In  mid  ft  of  Health  imagine  a  Difeafe ; 

Take  pains  Contingent  mifchiefs  to  forefee, 

Make  heirs  for  Monarchs,  and  for  God  decree? 

What  {hall  we  think  ?  Can  People  give  away, 

Both  for  themfelves  and  Sons,  their  native  Sway  ? 

Then  they  are  left  defancelefs  to  the  Sword 

Of  each  unbounded,  arbitrary,  Lord: 

And  Laws  are  vain,  by  which  we  Right  enjoy, 

If  Kings  unqueJftion'd  can  thofe  Laws  dellroy. 

J  3  Yet 
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Yet  if  the  Crowd  be  Judge  of  fit  and  juft, 

And  Kings  are  only  Officers  in  Truft, 

Then  this  refuming  Cov'nant  was  declared 

When  Kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  barr*d. 

If  thofe,  who  gave  'the  Scepter,  cou'd  not  tie 

Ey  their  own  deed  their  own  Poflerity, 

How  then  cou'd  Adam  bind  his  future  Race  ? 

How  cou'd  his  Forfeit  on  Mankind  take  place  ? 

Or  how  cou'd  Heav'nly  Juflice  damn  us  all, 

Who  ne'er  confented  to  our  Father's  Fall  ? 

Then  Kings  are  Slaves  to  thofe,  whom  they  command, 

And  Tenant  to  their  People's  pleafure  Hand. 

Add,  that  the  PowV  for  Property  aliow'd 

Js  mifchievoufly  feared  in  the  Crowd  : 

For  who  can  be  fecure  of  private  Right, 

Jf  Sovereign  Sway  may  be  diffolv'd  by  Might  ? 

Nor  is  the  People's  Judgment  always  true  : 

The  Mpft  may  err  as  grofly  as  the  Few ; 

And  faultleft  Kings  run  down,  by  Common  Cry, 

For  Vice,  Oppreffion,  and  for  Tyranny. 

What  Standard  is  there  in  a  fickle  Rout, 

Which,  flowing  to  the  Mark,  runs  fafter  out  ? 

Nor  only  Crowds,  but  Sanhedrims  may  be 

Infected  with  this  Publick  Lunacy, 

And  mare  the  Madnefs  of  Rebellious  Times, 

To  Murder  Monarchs  for  Imagin'd  Crimes. 

If  they  may  give  and  take  whene'er  they  pleafe, 

Not  Kings  alone,  the  Godhead's  Images, 

But  Government  it  felf  at  length  muft  fall 

To  Nature's  State,  where  All  have  Right  to  AH. 

Yet,  grant  our  Lords  the  People  Kings  can  make, 

What  prudent  men  a  fettled  Throne  vvcu'd  make  ? 

For  whatfoe'er  their  Sufferings  were  before, 

That  Change  they  covet  makes  them  fufFer  more. 

All 
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All  other  Errors  but  difturb  a  State  ; 
Bat  Innovation  is  the  Blow  of  Fate. 
If  ancient  Fabricks  nod,  and  threat  to  fall, 
To  Patch  the  Flaws,  and  Buttrefs  up  the  Wall, 
Thus  far  'tis  D  ity  :  but  here  fix  the  Mark ; 
For  all  beyond  it  is  to  touch  the  Ark. 
To  change  Foundations,  caft  the  Frame  ane\w 
Is  work  for  Rebels,  who  bafe  Ends  purfue  ; 
At  once  Divine  and  Human  Laws  controul, 
And  mend  the  Pares  by  ruin  of  the  Whole. 
The  tampering  World  is  fubjecl  to  this  Curfe, 
To  Phyfick  their  Difeafe  into  a  worfe. 

Now  what  Relief  can  Righteous  David  bring  ? 
How  fatal  'tis  to  be  too  good  a  King  ! 
Friends  he  has  few,  fo  nigh  the  Madnefs  grows ; 
Who  dare  be  fuch,  mult  be  the  People's  Foes. 
Yet  fome  there  were,  e'en  in  the  worft  of  days  ; 
Some  let  me  Name,  and  Naming  is  to  Praife. 

In  this  mort  File  Barxillai  fail  appears  ; 
EarKillaiy  crown'd  with  Honour  and  with.  Years. 
Long  fince,  the  rifing  Rebels  he  wichflood 
In  regions  wafte  beyond  the  Jordan's  Flood : 
Unfortunately  brave  to  buoy  the  State ; 
But  finking  underneath  his  Mailer's  Fate : 
In  Exile  with  his  Godlike  Prince  he  mourn'd ; 
For  him  he  SufFer'd,  and  with  him  Returned. 
The  Court  he  practised,  not  the  Courtier's  Art : 
Large  was  his  Wealth,  but  larger  was  his  Heart. 
Which  well  the  Nobleft  Objects  knew  to  choofe, 
The  Fighting  Warriour,  and  Recording  Mufe. 
His  Bed  cou'd  once  a  fruitful  IfTue  boalt  ; 
Now  more  than  half  a  Father's  Name  is  loft. 
His  Eldeft  Hope,  with  every  Grace  adorn'd, 
By  me  (fo  Heav'n  will  have  it)  always  Mourn'd, 
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And  always  honour'd,  fnatch'd  in  Manhood's  prime 

B'  unequal  Fate?,  and  Providence's  Crime  : 

Yet  not  before  the  Goal  of  Honour  won, 

All  Parts  fulfilPd  of  Subjedl  and  of  Son  : 

Swift  was  the  Race,  but  fhort  the  Time  to  run. 

Oh  Narrow  Circle,  but  of  Pow'r  Divine, 

Scanted  in  Space,  but  perfeft  in  thy  Line  ! 

By  Sea,  by  Land,  thy  rnatchlefs  Worth  was  known, 

Arras  thy  Delight,  and  War  was  all  thy  Own  : 

Thy  force  infus'd  the  fainting  Tyrtans  prop'd  ; 

And  haughty  Pharaoh  found  his  Fortune  itop'd. 

Oh  Ancient  Honour  !  Oh  unconquer'd  Hand, 

Whom  Fees  uripunim'd  never  cou'd  withltand ! 

But  Ifrael  was  unworthy  of  his  Name  ; 

Short  is  the  date  of  all  Immederate  Fame. 

It  looks  as  Heav'n  our  Ruin  kid  defign'd, 

And  durft  not  truft  thy  Fortune  and  thy  Mind. 

Now,  free  from  Earth,  thy  difencumber'd  Soul    [Pole  j 

Mounts  up,  and  leaves  behind  the  Clouds  and  Starry 

From  thence  thy  kindred  Legions  may  ft  thou  bring, 

To  aid  the  Guardian  Angel  of  thy  King. 

Here  Hop,  my  Mufe,  here  ceafe  thy  painful  flight : 

No  pinions  can  purfue  Immortal  height  : 

Tell  good  BarziUai  thou  canft  fmg  no  more, 

And  tell  thy  Soul  (he  fhould  have  fled  before  : 

Or  fled  (he  with  his  life,  and  left  this  Verfe 

To  hang  on  her  departed  Patron's  Hearfe  ? 

Now  take  thy  fteepy  flight  from  Heav'n,  and  fee 

If  thou  canft  find  on  Earth  another  He : 

Another  He  would  be  too  hard  to  find  ; 

See  then  whom  thou  canft  fee  not  far  behind. 

Zadoc  the  Prieft,  whom,  munning  Pow'r  and  Place, 

His  lowly  Mind  advanced  to  Davids  Grace. 
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With  him  the  Sagan  of  Jerufalem, 

Of  hofpitable  Soul,  and  noble  Stem ; 

Him  of  the  Weflern  Dome,  vvhofe  weighty  Senfe 

Flows  in  fit  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 

The  Prophets  Sons,  by  fuch  Example  led, 

To  Learning  and  to  Loyalty  were  bred  : 

For  Colleges  on  bounteous  Kings  depend, 

And  never  Rebel  was  to  Arts  a  Friend. 

To  thefe  fucceed  the  Pillars  of  the  Laws ; 

Who  belt  can  plead,  and  beft  can  judge  a  Caufe; 

Next  them  a  train  of  Loyal  Peers  afcend  ; 

Sharp-judging  Adriely  the  Mufes  Friend, 

Himfelf  a  Mufe  :  In  Sanhedrims  debate 

True  to  his  Prince,  but  not  a  Slave  of  State  : 

Whom  Davids  Love  with  Honours  did  adorn, 

That  from  his  difobedient  Son  were  torn. 

Jotbam  of  piercing  Wit,  and  pregnant  Thought  ;> 

Endu'd  by  Nature,  and  by  Learning  taught, 

To  move  Affemblies,  who  but  only  try'd 

The  worfe  a- while,  then  chofe  the  better  fide  : 

Nor  chofe  alone,  but  turn'd  the  Balance  too ; 

So  much  the  weight  of  one  Brave  man  can  do» 
Hujhaly  the  Friend  of  David  in  diftrefs ; 
In  publick  florms  of  manly  ftedfaftnefs  : 
By  Foreign  Treaties  he  inform'd  his  Youth, 
And  join'd  Experience  to  his  Native  Truth. 
His  frugal  care  fupply'd  the  wanting  Throne;- 
Frugal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own ; 
'Tis  eafy  Conduct  when  Exchequers  flow; 
But  hard  the  tafk  to  manage  well  the  low  : 
For  Sovereign  Pow'r  is  too  dcprefs'd  or  high, 
When  Kings  are  forc'd  to  fell,  or  Crowds  to  buy. 
Indulge  one  labour  more,  my  weary  Mufe, 
For  Amiel ;  who  can  AmieFs  Praife  refufe  f 
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Of  ancient  Race  by  Birth,  but  nobler  yet 
In  his  own^Worth,  and  without  Title  great  : 
The  Sanhedrim  long  time  as  Chief  he  rul'd, 
Their  Reafon  guided,  and  their  paffion  cool'd  : 
So  dextrous  was  he  in  the  Crown's  defence, 
So  form'd  to  fpeak  a  Loyal  Nation^  Senfe, 
That,  as  their  Band  was  1/raefs  Tribes  in  fmall, 
So  fit  was  he  to  reprefent  them  all. 
Now  rafher  Charioteers  the  Seat  afcend, 
Whofe  loofe  Careers  his  fleady  Skill  commend  : 
They,  liketh'  unequal  Ruler  of  the  Day, 
Mifguide  the  Seafons,  and  miftake  the  Way  ; 
While  he  withdrawn  at  their  mad  Labours  fmiles, 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  Sabbath  of  his  Toils. 

Thefe  were  the  chief;  a  fmall  but  faithful  Band 
Of  Worthies,  in  the  Breach  who  dar'd  to  Hand, 
And  tempt  th'  united  Fury  of  the  Land, 
With  grief  they  view'd  fuch  powerful  Engines  bent, 
To  batter  down  the  Lawful  Government. 
A  numerous  Faction,  with  pretended  Frights, 
In  Sanhedrims  to  plume  the  Regal  Rights  ; 
The  true  SuccefTor  from  the  Court  removed  ; 
The  Plot,  by  hireling  Witnefles,  improved. 
Thefe  Ills  they  faw,  and,  as  their  Duty  bound, 
They  IhewM  the  King  the  danger  of  the  Wound ; 
That  no  Conceffions  from  the  Throne  wou'd  pleafe,, 
But  Lenitives  fomented  the  Difeafe  : 
That  Abfahm,  ambitious  of  the  Crown, 
Was  made  the  Lure  to  draw  the  People  down : 
That  falfe  AcbitopbePs  pernicious  Hate 
Had  turn'd  the  Plot  to  ruin  Church  and  State  ; 
The  Council  violent,  the  rabble  worfe : 
That  Sbimei  taught  Jerufahm  to  Curfe. 
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With  all  thcfe  loads  of  Injuries  oppreft, 
And  long  revolving  in  his  careful  Breaft 

Th'  event  of  things,  at  lalt,  his  Patience  tir'd, 

Thus,  from  his  Royal  Throne,  by  Heav'n  infpir'd, 

The  God -like  David  fpoke  ;  with  awful  Fear 

His  Train  their  Maker  in  their  Mailer  hear. 
Thus  long  have  I,  by  Native  Mercy  fway'd, 

My  Wrongs  diflembled,  my  Revenge  delay 'd  : 

So  willing  to  forgive  th'  Offending  Age  ; 

So  much  the  Father  did  the  King  alfwage. 

But  now  fo  far  my  Clemency  they  flight, 

Th'  Offenders  queftion  my  forgiving  Right. 

That  one  was  made  for  many,  they  contend  ; 

But  'tis  to  Rule  ;  for  that's  a  Monarch's  End. 

They  call  my  Tendernefs  of  Blood,  my  Fear: 
Though  manly  Tempers  can  the  longeft  bear. 

Yet,  fince  they  will  divert  my  Native  courfe, 
*  Pis  time  to  mew  I  am  not  good  by  Force. 

Thofe  heap'd  Affronts,  that  haughty  Subjects  bring. 
Are  Burdens  for  a  Camel,  not  a  King. 
Kings  are  the  publick  Pillars  of  the  State, 
Born  to  fuilain  and  prop  the  Nation's  weight : 
If  my  young  Sampfon  will  pretend  a  Call 
To  make  the  Column,  let  him  mare  the  Fall : 
But,  oh,  that  yet  he  would  repent  and  live  ! 
How  eafy  'tis  for  Parents  to  forgive  ! 
With  how  few  Tears  a  Pardon  might  be  won 
From  Nature,  pleading  for  a  Darling  Son  ! 
Poor,  pitied  Youth,  by  my  Paternal  care, 
Rais'd  up  to  all  the  height  his  Frame  cou'd  bear  f 
Had  God  ordain'd  his  Fate  for  Empire  born, 
He  wou'd  have  given  his  Soul  another  turn  : 
Gull'd  with  a  Patriot's  name,  whofe  Modern  fenfe 
Is  one  that  wou'd  by  Law  fupplant  his  Prince  i 
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The  People's  Brave,  the  Politician's  Tool  ; 
Never  was  Patriot  yet,    but  was  a  Foul. 
Whence  comes  it,  that  Religion  and  the  Laws 
Should  more  be  Abfahnfs  than  David's  Caufe  ? 
His  old  Inilructor,  ere  he  loft  his  Place, 
Was  never  thought  indu'd  with  fo  much  Grace. 
Good  Heav'ns,  how  Faction  can  a  Patriot  paint  ! 
My  Rebel  ever  proves  my  People's  Saint. 
Wou'd  They  impofe  an  Heir  upon  the  Throne  ? 
Let  Sanhedrims  be  taught  to  give  their  own. 
A  King's  at  leaft  a  Pan  of  Government ; 
And  Mine  as  requifite  as  their  Confent : 
Without  my  leave  a  future  King  to  Choofe, 
Infers  a  Right  the  prefent  to  Depofe. 
True,  they  petition  me  t'  approve  their  Choice  •, 
But  JEfaus  Hands  fuit  ill  with  Jacob's  Voice. 
My  pious  Subjects  for  my  Safety  pray  ; 
Which  to  fecure,  they  take  my  Pow'r  away. 
From  Plots  and  Treafons  Heav'n  prcfervc  my  Years, 
But  fave  me  moil  from  my  Petitioner. 
Unfatiate  as  the  barren  Womb  or  Grave  ; 
God  cannot  grant  fo  much  as  they  can  crave. 
What  then  is  left,  but  with  a  jealous  Eye 
To  guard  the  fmall  Remains  of  Royalty  ? 
The  Law  mail  flill  direct  my  peaceful  Sway, 
And  the  fame  Law  teach  Rebels  to  obey  : 
Votes  (hall  no  more  Eftablifh'd  Powrr  controul, 
Such  Votes  as  make  a  Part  exceed  the  Whole. 
Nogroundlefs  Clamours  fhall  my  Friends  remove, 
Nor  Crowds  have  Pow'r  t)  punifh  ere  they  prove  .; 
For  Gods  and  God-like  Kings  their  Care  exprefs, 
Still  to  defend  their  Servants  in  diftrefs. 
Oh,  that  my  Pow'r  to  Saving  were  confin'd  ?  1 

Why  am  I  forc'J,  like  Heav'n,  againft  my  mind,     > 
To  make  Examples  of  another  Kind  ?  3 
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Mult  I  at  length  the  Sword  of  Ju  ft  ice  draw? 

Oh  curil  Effeds  of  necefiary  Law  ! 

How  ill  my  Fear  they  by  my  Ivlcrcy  fcan  ! 

Beware  the  Fury  of  a  Patient  Man. 

Law  they  require,  let  Law  then  fhew  her  Face  ; 

They  could  not  be  content  to  look  on  Grace, 

Her  hinder  Parts,  but  with  a  daring  Eye 

To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  Front,  and  Die. 

By  their  own  Arts,  'tis  righteou  fly  decreed, 

Thofedire  Artificers  of  Death  fliail  bleed. 

Ag.iir.ft  themfelves  their  WitneiTes  will  fwear, 

'Till,  Viper-like,   their  Mother  Plot  they  tear  -,- 

And  fuck  for  Nutriment  that  bloody  Gore, 

Which  was  their  Principle  of  Life  before. 

Their2?f/rWwith  their  Bcel-zebub  will  fight.: 

Thus  on  my  Foes,  my  Foes  fnall  do  me  right. 

Nor  doubt  th'  Event  :   for  Factious  Crowds  engage^. 

In  their  firil  Onfct,  all  their  brutal  Rage. 

Then  let  'em  take  an  unrcfilled  Courfc  : 

Retire,  and  Traverfe,  and  Delude  their  Force  : 

But  when  they  fland  all  Breathlefs,  urge  the  Fight, 

And  rife  upon  them  with  redoubled  Might  : 

For  lawful  PowV  is  iliil  fuperior  found  ; 

When  long  driv'n  back,  at  length  it  Hands  the  ground; 

Hefaid  :  Th'  Almighty  nodding  gave  Confent  ; 
And  Peals  of  Thunder  (hook  the  Firmament. 
Henceforth  a  Series  of  new  Time  began, 
The  mighty  Years  in  long  Proceflion  ran  : 
Once  more  the  God-like  David  was  reilor'd, 
And  willing  Nations  knew  their  lawful  Lord. 
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Part  of  the  Second  Part  of 
ABSALOM  and  ACHITOPHEL. 

N.  B.  The  reft  of  this  Po  E  M,  written  ly  Mr.  Tate, 
//  extant  in  the  Second  Part  of  Mifcellany  POEMS, 
publffid  by  Mr.  Dry  den. 

NEXT  thefe,  a  Troop  of  bufy  Spirits  prefs, 
Of  little  Fortunes,  and  of  Confcience  lefs. 
With  them  the  Tribe,  whofe  Luxury  had  drain'd 
Their  Banks,  in  former  Sequeftrations  gain'd ; 
Who  Rich  and  Great  by  paft  Rebellions  grew, 
And  long  to  fifti  the  troubled  Streams  anew. 
Some  future  Hopes,  fome  prefent  Payment  draws, 
To  fell  their  Confcience,  and  efpoufe  the  Caufe. 
Such  Stipends  thofe  vile  Hirelings  beft  befit, 
Priefls  without  Grace,  and  Poets  without  .Wit. 
Shall  that  falfe  Hebronite  efcape  our  Curfe, 
Judas,  that  keeps  the  Rebels  Penfion-Purfe  ; 
Judas,  that  pays  the  Treafon-writer's  Fee  ; 
Judas,  that  well  deferves  his  Name-fake's  Tree  : 
Who  at  Jeru/a/em's  own  Gates  erects 
His  College  for  a  Nurfery  of  Seels ; 
Young  Prophets  with  an  early  Care  fecures, 
And  with  the  Dung  of  his  own  Arts  manures. 
What  have  the  Men  of  Hebron  here  to  do  ? 
What  part  in  Ifrae/'s  promis'd  Land  have  you  ?• 
Here  Pbakg  the  Lxy-Htbronite  is  come, 
*  Caufe  like  the  reft  he  cou'd  not  live  at  Home  ; 
Who  from  his  own  Poffeffions  cou'd  not  drain 
An  Omer  even  of  Hebronitijh  Grain ; 
Here  ftruts  it  like  a  Patriot,  and  talks  high 
Of  injur'd  Subjects  altered  Property  : 

An 
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An  Emblem  of  that  buzzing  Infeft  juft, 

That  mounts  the  Wheel,  and  thinks  me  raifes  Dufh 

Can  dry  Bones  live  j  or  Skeletons  produce 

The  Viral  Warmth  of  Cuckoldizing  Juice  ? 

Slim  Pkaleg  cou'd,  and,  at  the  Table  fed, 

Returned  the  grateful  Produft  to  the  Bed. 

A  Waiting  man  to  Trav'ling  Nobles  chofer 

He  His  own  Laws  wou'd  faucily  impofe ; 

'Till  Baftinado'd  back  again  he  went, 

To  learn  thofe  Manners  he  to  teach  was  fent. 

Chaftis'd,  he  ought  to  have  retreated  Home, 

But  he  reads  Politicks  to  Abfalom. 

For  never  Hebronite,  though  kick'd  and  fcorn'^ 

To  his  own  Country  willingly  return'd. 

But  leaving  familh'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed, 

And  to  talk  Treafon  for  his  daily  Bread,. 

Let  Hebron,  nay  let  Hell  produce  a  Man,. 

So  made  for  Mifchief  as  Ben-Jocbanan. 

A  Jew  of  Humble  Parentage  was  He, 

By  Trade  a  Levite,  though  of  low  Degree^ 

His  Pride  no  higher  than  the  Defk  afpir'd, 

But  for  the  Drudgery  of  Priefts  was  hirM, 

To  Read  and  Pray  in  Linen  Ephod  brave, 

And  pick  up  fingle  Shekels  from  the  Grave. 

Married  at  laft,  but  finding  Charge  come  fafter, 

He  couM  not  live  by  God,  but  chang'd  his  Matter  i. 

Infpir'd-by  Want,  was  made  a  Factious  Tool;. 

They  got  a  Villain,  and  we  loft  a  Fool. 

Still  violent,  whatever  Caufe  he  took, 

But  mod  againft  the  Party  he  forfook. 

For  Renegadoes,  who  ne'er  turn  by  halves," 

Are  bound  in  Conference  to  be  double  Knaves. 

So  this  Profe- Prophet  took  moft  monftrous  Pains, 

To  let  his  Mailers  fee  he  earn'd  his  Gains. 

But 
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But  as  the  Dev'l  owes  all  his  Imps  a  Shame, 
He  chofe  th'  Apoftate  for  his  proper  Theme  ; 
With  little  Pains  he  made  the  Piclure  true, 
And  from  Reflexion  took  the  Rogue  he  drew. 
A  wondrous  Work,  to  prove  the  Je-ivi/b  Nation 
In  every  Age  a  Murmuring  Generation  ; 
To  trace  'em  from  their  Infancy  of  Sinning, 
And  (hew  'em  Factious  from  their  firfl  Beginning  ; 
To  prove  they  cou'd  Rebel,  and  Rail,  and  Mock, 
Much  to  the  Credit  of  the  Chofen  Flock  -r 
A  ftrong  Authority,  which  raufl  convince, 
That  Saints  own  no  Allegiance  to  their  Prince: 
As  'tis  a  Leading  Card  to  make  a  Whore, 
To  prove  her  Mother  had  turn'd  up  before. 
But,  tell  me,  did  the  drunken  Patriarch  blefs 
The  Son  that  fhevvM  his  Father's  Nakednefs  ? 
Such  Thanks  the  prefent  Church  thy  Pen  will  give, 
Which  proves  Rebellion  was  fo  Primitive. 
Mufl  Ancient  Failings  be  Examples  made  ? 
Then  Murderers  from  Cain  may  learn  their  Trade- 
As  thou  the  Heathen  and  the  Saint  haft  drawn, 
Methinks  th  Apoflate  was  the  better  Man  : 
And  thy  hot  Father  (waving  my  refped) 
Not  of  a  Mother  Church,  but  of  a  Se6t. 
And  fuch  he  needs  mufl  be  of  thy  Inditing  ; 
This  comes  of  drinking  AiTes  Milk,  and  Writing. 
If  Balak  fhould  be  call'd  to  leave  his  Place, 
(As  Profit  is  the  loudefl  Call  of  Grace) 
His  Temple,  difpoffefb'd  of  one,  would  be 
Replenim'd  with  feven  Devils  more  by  thee. 
Levi,  thou  art  a  Load,  Til  lay  thee  down, 
And  fh?w  Rebellion  bare,  without  a  Gown  ; 
Poor  Slaves  in  Metre,  Dull  and  Addle-paced, 
Who  Rhime  below  ev'n  Davia's  Pfalms  tranflated. 

Some 
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Some  in  my  fpeedy  Pace  I  muft  out-run, 

As  lame  Mepvibcfijetb  the  Wizard's  Son  : 

To  make  quick  way  I'll  leap  o'er  heavy  Blocks, 

Shun  rotten  Uzza  as  I  would  the  Pox ; 

And  haflen  Og  and  Dotg  to  rehearfe, 

Two  Fools  that  Crutch  their  feeble  Senfe  on  Verfe; 

Who,  by  my  Mufe,  to  all  fucceeding  times 

Shall  live,  in  fpite  of  their  own  Dogrel  Rhimes. 

Doeg,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why, 
Made  itill  a  blund'ring  kind  of  Melody  ; 
Spurr'd  boldly  on,  and  daili'd  thro'  Thick  and  Thin  ; 
Through  Senfe  and  Nonfenfe,  never  out  nor  in; 
Free  from  all  Meaning,  whether  Good  or  Bad, 
And,  in  one  Word,  Heroically  Mad  : 
He  was  too  warm  on  Picking- work  to  dwell, 
But  Faggotted  his  Notions  as  they  fell, 
And  if  they  Rhim'd  and  Ratd'd,  all  was  well. 
Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrote  a  Satire  ; 
For  itill  there  goes  fome  thinking  to  Ill-Nature : 
He  needs  no  more  than  Birds  and  Beafls  to  think  ; 
All  his  Occafions  are  to  Eat  and  Drink. 
Jf  he  call  Rogue  and  Rafcal  from  a  Garret, 
He  means  you  no  more  Mifchief  than  a  Parrot : 
The  words  for  Friend  and  Foe  alike  were  made  ; 
To  fetter  'em  in  Verfe  is  all  his  Trade. 
For  Almonds  he'll  cry  Whore  to  his  own  Mother, 
And  call  young  Abfalom  King  David's  Brother. 
Let  him  be  Gallows-free  by  my  Content, 
And  nothing  fuffer  fince  he  nothing  meant : 
Hanging  fuppofes  Human  Soul  and  Reafon, 
This  Animal's  below  committing  Treafon  : 
Shall  he  be  hang'd,  who  never  could  Rebel  ? 
Tl;m's  a  Preferment  for  Acbitophel. 

The 
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The  Woman,  that  committed  Buggary, 
Was  rightly  fentenc'd  by  .he  La,v  Lo  die  ; 
But  'twas  hard  *;ate  that  totne  Gallovvs  led 
The  Dog,  that  never  neard  the  Scatute  read. 
Railing  in  other  Men  may  be  a  Crime, 
Bat  ought  to  pafs  for  meer  Initmft  in  him  : 
Inftindl  he  follows,  and  no  farther  knows  ; 
For  to  write  Verfe  with  him  is  to  Tranfpro/e. 
'Twere  pity  Treafon  at  his  Door  to  lay, 
Who  makes  Heaven's  Gate  a  Lock  to  its  o<wn  Key. 
Let  him  Rail  on;  let  his  invedive  Mule 
Have  four  and  twenty  Letters  to  abufe, 
Whicii  if  he  j-mbles  to  one  Line  of  Senfe, 
Indid  him  of  a  Capital  Oifence. 
In  Fire- works  .  ive  him  leave- to  vent  his  Spite  j 
Thofe  are  the  only  Serpents  he  can  write; 
The  height  of  his  Ambition  is,  we  know, 
But  to  be  Mailer  of  a  Puppet-mow  : 
On  that  one  Stage  his  Works  may  yet  appear, 
And  a  Month's  Harveft  keeps  him  all  the  Year. 

Now  ftop  your  Nofes,  Readers,  all  and  fomej 
For  here's  a  Tun  of  Midnight  work  to  come, 
Og  from  a  Treafon  Tavern  rolling  Home. 
Round  as  a  Globe,  and  Liquor'd  ev'ry  chink, 
Goodly  and  great  he  fails  behind  his  Link. 
With  all  this  bulk  there's  nothing  loft  in  Og, 
For  ev'ry  inch,  that  is  not  Fool,  is  Rogue  : 
A  monftrous  Mafs  of  foul  corrupted  Matter, 
As  all  the  Devils  had  fpew'd  to  make  the  Batter. 
When  Wine  has  given  him  Courage  to  Blafpheme, 
He  curfes  God  j  but  God  before  curit  him  : 
And  if  man  cou'd  have  reafon,  none  has  more, 
made  his  Paunch  fo  rich,  and  him  fo  poor. 

With 
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With  wealth  he  was  not  truftcd.  for  Heav'n  knew 

What  'twas  of  old  to  pamper  up  a  J 'e<w ; 

To  what  wou'd  he  on  Quail  and  Pheafant  fwell, 

That  ev'n  on  Tripe  and  Carrion  could  rebel  ? 

But  though  Heav'n  made   him  poor    ( with  revVence 

He  never  was  a.  Poet  of  God's  making  [fpeaking) 

The  Midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  Skull, 

With  this  Prophetick  BleiTmg Be  thou  Dull ; 

Drink,  (wear,  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  Delight 

Fit  for  thy  bulk  ;  do  any  thing  but  write : 

Thou  an  of  lafting  Make,  like  thoughtlefs  Men  ; 

A  ftrong  Nativity,  but  for  the  Pen. 

Eat  Opium,  mingle  Arfenick  in  thy  drink, 

Stiil  thou  may'it  live,  avoiding  Pen  and  Ink. 

I  fee,   I  fee,  'tis  Counfel  given  in  vain, 

For  Treafon  bcrch'd  in  Rhime  will  be  thy  bane : 

Rhime  is  the  Rock,  on  which  thou  art  to  wreck  j 

'Tis  fatal  to  thy  Fame  and  to  thy  Neck. 

Why  mould  thy  Metre  good  King  David  blaft  ? 

A  Pfalm  of  his  will  furely  be  thy  lafl. 

Dar'il  thou  prefume  in  Verfe  to  meet  thy  Foes, 

Thou,  whom  the  penny  Pamphlet  foil'd  in  Profe  ? 

Doeg,  whom  God  for  Mankind's  mirth  has  made, 

O'ertops  thy  Talent  in  thy  very  trade  : 

Doeg  to  thee,  thy  paintings  are  fo  coarfe, 

A  Poet  is,  though  he's  the  Poet's  Horfe. 

A  double  Noofe  thou  on  thy  Neck  doft  pull, 

For  writing  Treafon,  and  for  writing  dull. 

To  die  for  Faction  is  a  common  evil  j 

But  to  be  hanged  for  Nonfenfe  is  the  Devil. 

Hadft  thou  the  Glories  of  thy  King  exprefl, 

Thy  Praifes  had  been  Satire  at  the  bell ; 

But  thou  in  clumfy  Verfc,  unlick'd,  unpointed, 

Haft  fhamefully  defy'd  the  Lord's  anointed. 

I  will 
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I  will  not  rake  the  Dunghill  of  thy  Crimes; 

For  who  would  read  thy  Life,  that  reads  thy  Rhimes? 

But  of  King  As-tWs  Foes  be  this  the  Doom; 

May  all  belike  the  Youngman  Abfakm\ 

And  for  my  Foes,  may  this  their  BlefTing  be, 

To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thec. 
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Per  Gra-'mmpopu/os,  medi/eque  per  Elidis  Urbem 
Ibat  ovans,   Divum que  fibi  pofctbat  Honores. 


E    P    I    S    T     L    E 

TO   THE 

WHIGS 

O  R  to  whom  can  I  dedicate  this  Poem, 
with  fo  much  juftice,  as  to  you  ?  'Tisthe 
reprefentation  of  your  own  Hero  :  'Tis 
the  Picture  drawn  at  length,  which  you 
admire  and  prize  fo  much  in  little.     None  of  your 
Ornaments  are  wanting  ;  neither  the  Landskip  of 
the  Tower,  nor  the    Rifing  Sun  ;  nor  the  Anns 
Domini  of  your  new  Sovereign's  Coronation.     This 
muft  needs  be  a  grateful  undertaking  to  your  whole 
Party  ;  efpecially  to  thofe  who  have  not   been  fo 
happy    as  to   purchafe  the  Original.     I  hear  the 
Graver  has   made  a  good  Market  of  it  :  All  his 
Kings  are  bought  up  already  j  or  the  value    of  the 
remainder   fo  inhanc'd,    that    many   a    poor  Po~ 
lander,   who  would  be   glad    to    worfhip  the    I- 
mage,  is  not  able  to  go  to  the  coft  of  him  ;  but 
muft  be  content  to  fee  him  here.     I  mutt  confefs,  I 
am  no  great  Artift  ;  but  Sign-poft-painting  will 
ferve  the  turn  to  remember  a  Friend  by  ;  efpeci 
ally  when  better  is  not  to  be  had.     Yet  for  your 
comfort  the  Lineaments  are  true :  And  though  he 
fat  not  five  times  to  me,  as  he  did  to  B.  yet  I  have 
confulted  Hiftory  ;  as  the  Italian  Painters  do,  when 

they 
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they  would  draw  a  Nero  or  a  Caligula;  though  they 
have  not  feen  the  Man,  they  can  help  their  Imagi 
nation  by  a  Statue  of  him,  and  find  out  the  Colour 
ing  from    Suetonius   and    Tacitus.     Truth  is,  you 
might  have  fpar'd  one  fide  of  your  Medal  :  The 
Head  wou'd  be  feen  to  more  advantage,   if  it  were 
plac'd  on  a  Spike  of  the  Tower ;  a  little  nearer  to 
the  Sun  ;  which  would  then  break  out  to  better  pur- 
pofe.     You  tell  us,  in  your  Preface  to  the  No  Pro- 
teflant  Plot,  that  you  {hall    be  forc'd    hereafter  to 
leave  off  your  Modefty.  I  fuppofe  you  mean  that  lit 
tle,  which  is  left  you  :  For  it  was  worn  to  rags  when 
you  put  out  this  Medal.     Never  was  there  pra&is'd 
fuch  a  piece  of  notorious  Impudence  in  the  face  of 
an  Eftablifh'd  Government.     I  believe,  when  he  is 
dead,  you  will  wear  him  in  Thumb-Rings  as  the 
Turks  did  Scanderbcg  j  as  if  there  were  Virtue  in 
his  Bones  to  preferve  you  againfc   Monarchy.    Yet 
all  this  while  you  pretend  not  only  zeal  for  the 
Publick  Good,  but  a  due  Veneration  for  the  Perfon 
of  the  King.     But  all  Men,  who  can  fee  an  Inch,be- 
fore  them,  may  eafily  detect  thofe  grofs   fallacies. 
That  it  is  necefiary  for  men  in  your  Circumftan- 
ces  to  pretend  both,  is  granted  you  ;  for   without 
them  there  could  be  no  ground  to  raife  a  Faction. 
But  I    would  ask  you  one  civil  queftion  :    What 
right  has  any  man  among  you,  or  any  Aflbciation 
of  men  (to  come  nearer  to  you)  who,  out  of  Par- 
liament  cannot  he  conficler'd  in  a  publick  Capacity, 
to   meet,  as   you   daily  do,  in  Faclious  Clubs,  to 
vilify  the  Government  in  your  Difcourfes,  and  to 
libel  it  in  all  your  Writings?  Who  made  you  Judges 
in  Ifrael  ?  Or  how  is  it  confident  with  your  Zeal 
for   the   publick  Welfare  to  promote    Sedition  ?' 
Does  your  Definition  of  Loyal,  which  is  to  ferve 
the  King  according  to  the  Laws,  allow  you   the 

Licence 
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Licence  of  traducing  the  Executive  Power,  with 
which  you  own  he  is  inverted  ?  You  complain,, 
that  his  Majefty  has  loft  the  love  and  confidence 
of  his  People  ;  and,  by  your  very  urging  it,  you 
endeavour,  what  in  you  lies,  to  make  him  lofe 
them.  All  good  Subjects  abhor  the  thought  of 
Arbitrary  Power,  whether  it  be  in  one  or  many  : 
If  you  were  the  Patriots  you  would  feem,  you  would 
not  at  this  rate  incenfe  the  Multitude  to  aflume 
it  ;  for  no  fober  Man  can  fear  it,  either  from  the 
King's  Difpofition  or  his  Practice  ;  or  even,  where 
you  would  odioufly  lay  it,  from  his  Minifters. 
Give  us  leave  to  -enjoy  the  Government,  and  the 
benefit  of  Laws,  under  which  we  were  born,  and 
which  we  defire  to  tranfmit  to  our  Pofterity.  You 
are  not  the  Truftees  of  the  publick  Liberty  :  And 
if  you  have  not  right  to  petition  in  a  Crowd,  much 
lefs  have  you  to  intermeddle  in  the  management  of 
Affairs,  or  to  arraign  what  you  do  .not  like ;  which 
in  effect  is  every  thing  that  is  done  by  the  King  and 
Council.  Can  you  imagine,  that  any  reafonable 
man  will  believe  you  refpect  thePerfon  of  his  Ma 
jefty,  when  'tis  apparent  that  your  feditious  Pam 
phlets  are  fluffed  with  particular  Reflections  on  him  ? 
If  you  have  the  confidence  to  deny  this,  'tis  eafy 
to  be  evinc'd  from  a  thoufand  Paflages,  which  I 
only  forbear  to  quote,  becaufe  I  defire  they  mould 
die  and  be  forgotten.  I  have  perus'd  many  of  your 
Papers  ;  and  to  fhew  you  -that  1  have,  the  third 
part  of  your  No-proteftant  Plot  is  much  of  it  ftolen 
from  your  dead  Author's  Pamphlet  call'd  the 
Growth  of  Popery  ;  as  manifeftly  as  Milton's  De 
fence  of  the  Englijh  People  is  from  Buchanan^  de 
jure  regni  abud  Scotos  ;  or  your  firft  Covenant, 
and  new  Aflociation,  from  the  holy  League  of  the 
French  GUI  far  ds.  Any  one,  who  reads  Davilay 
VOL.  I.  "  K-  may 
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may  trace  your  Pra&ices  all  along.     There  were 
the  fame  pretences  for  Reformation,  and  Loyalty, 
the  fame  Afperfions  of  the   King,  and  the 'fame 
grounds  of  a  Rebellion.     I  know  not  whether  you 
will  take  the  Hiftorian's  Word,  who  fays,  it  was 
reported,  that  Poltrot  a  Huguenot  murder'd  Fran 
cis  Duke  of  Guije,  by  the  Instigations  of  Theodore 
Btza  :  Or  that  it  was  a  Huguenot  Minifter,  other- 
wife  called  a  Presbyterian  (for  our  Church  abhors 
fo  devilim  a  Tenet)  who  nrft  writ  a  Treatife  of  the 
lawfulnefs  of  depofmg  and   murdering  Kings,  of  a 
different  Perfuafion  in  Religion.     But  I  am  able  to 
prove  from  the  Dcclrine   of  Calvin,  and  Princi 
ples  of  Buchanan,  that  they  fet  the  People  above 
the  Magiflrate ;  which,  if  I  miftake  not,   is  your 
own    Fundamental  ;    and    which    carries    your 
Loyalty  no  farther  than  your    Liking.     When  a 
Vote  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons  goes  on  your  fide, 
you  are  as  ready  to  obferve  it,  as  if  it  were  pafs'd 
into  a  Law :  But  when  you  are  pinch'd  with  any 
former,  and  yet  un repealed,  Aft  of  Parliament,  you 
declare  that  in  fomc  Cafes  you  will  not  be  obliged 
by  it.     The  Paffage  is  in  the  fame  third  Part  of  the 
No-proteflant  Plot  ;  and  is  too  plain  to  be  denied. 
The  late  Copy   of  your  intended  Aflbciation  you 
neither  wholly  juftify  nor  condemn  ;   But,  as  the 
Papifts,  when  they  are  unoppos'd,  fly  out  into  all 
the  Pageantries  ofWorfhip,  but,  in  times  of  War, 
when  they  are  hard  prefs'd  by  Arguments,  lie  clofe 
intrench 'd  behind  the  Council  of  Trent  ;  fo,  now, 
when  your  Affairs  are  in  a  low  Condition,  you  dare 
not  pretend  that  to  be  a  legal  Combination  ;    but 
when  foe  ver  you  are  afloat,  I  doubt  not  but  it  will  be 
.maintain'd  and  juftify'd  to  purpofe.      For  indeed 
there  is  nothing  to  defend  it  but  the  Sword  :  'Tis 

.the 
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the  proper  time  to  fay    any  thing,    when  men 
have  all  things  in  their  power. 

In  the  mean  time,  you  wou'd  fain  be  nibbling  at 
a  Parallel  betwixt  this  Aflbciation,  and  that  in  the 
time  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  But  there  is  this  fniall 
difference  betwixt  them,  that  the  ends  of  the  one 
are  dire&ly  oppofite  to  the  other  :  One  with  the 
Queen's  approbation  and  conjun6tion,  as  head  of 
it  ;  the  other  without  either  the  con  fen  t  or  know 
ledge  of  the  King,  againft  whofe  Authority  it  is 
manifeftly  defign'd.  Therefore  you  do  well  to 
have  recourfe  to  your  laft  Evafion,  that  it  was 
contriv'd  by  your  Enemies,  and  fhufEed  into  the 
Papers  that  were  feiz'd  ;  which  yet  you  fee  the 
Nation  is  not  fo  eafy  to  belie ve,  as  your  own 
Jury.  But  the  matter  is  not  difficult,  to  find 
twelve  men  in  Newgate^  who  wou'd  acquit  a 
Malefaftor. 

I  have  one  only  favour  to  defire  of  you  at  part 
ing  ;  that,  when  you  think  of  anfwering  this  Poemy 
you  wou'd  employ 'the  fame  Pens  againft  it,  who 
have  combated  with  fo  much  fuccefs  againil  Abfa- 
lom  and  Achitophel :  For  then  you  may  aflu.re  your- 
felves  of  a  clear  Victory,  without  the  leaft  Reply. 
Rail  at  me  abundantly  -,  and,  not  to  break  a  Cu- 
fiom,  do  it  without  wit :  By  this  method  you  will 
gain  a  confiderable  point,  which  is,  wholly  to  wave 
the  anfwer  of  my  Arguments.  Never  own  the  bot 
tom  of  your  Principles,  for  fear  they  mould  be  Trea- 
fon.  Fall  feverely  on  the  mifcarriages  of  Govern 
ment  ;  for  if  Scandal  be  not  allowed,  you  are  no  free- 
born  Subje&a.  If  God  has  not  blefs'd  you  with  the 
Talent  of  Rhiming,  make  ufe  of  my  poor  Stock  and 
welcome ;  let  your  Verfes  run  upon  my  feet :  And 

for 
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for  the  utmoft  Refuge  of  notorious  Blockheads,  re- 
ducM  to  the  laft  extremity  of  fenfe,  turn  my  own 
lines  upon  me,  and,  in  utter  defpair  of  your  own 
Satire,  make  me  fatirize  my  felf.  Some  of  you 
have  been  driven  to  this  Bay  already  :  but  above  all 
the  reft  commend  me  to  the  Non-conformift  Par- 
fen,  who  writ  the  Whip  and  Key.  I  am  afraid  it  is 
not  read  fo  much  as  the  Piece  deferves,  becaufe  the 
Boo^feller  is  every  week  crying  Help  at  the  end 
of  his  Gazette^  to  get  it  off.  You  fee  I  am  cha 
ritable  enough  to  do  him  a  kindncfs,  that  it  may 
be  publifh'd  as  well  as  printed  ;  and  that  fo  much 
skill  in  Hebrew  Derivations  may  not  lie  for  Wafte- 
paper  in  the  Shop.  Yet  1  half  fufpe£t  he  went  no 
farther  for  his  Learning,  than  the  Index  of  He* 
brew  Names  and  Etymologies,  which  is  printed  at 
the  end  of  fome  Englifh  Bibles.  If  AchltopM  fig- 
nify  the  Brother  of  a  Fool,  the  Author  of  that 
Poem  will  pafs  with  his  Readers  for  the  next  of 
kin.  And,  perhaps,  'tis  the  Relation  that  makes 
the  kindnefs.  Whatever  the  Verfes  are,  buy  *em 
up,  I  befeech  you,  out  of  pity  ;  for  I  hear  the  Con 
venticle  is  (hut  up,  and  the  Brother  of  Acbitophei 
out  of  fervice. 

Now  Footmen  $  you  know,  have  the  generofity  to 
make  a  Purfe,  for  a  Member  of  their  Society,  who 
has  had  his  Livery  puli'd  over  his  Ears  :  And  even 
Froteftant  Socks  are  bought  up  among  you,  out  of 
veneration  to  the  name.  A  Diflenter  in  Poetry  from 
Senfe  and  Englijh  will  make  as  good  a  Proteftant 
Rhimer,  as  a  Diflenter  from  the  Church  of  England 
a  Proteftant  Parfon.  Befides,  if  you  encourage  a 
young  Beginner,  who  knows  but  he  may  elevate  his 
flyle  a  little,  above  the  vulgar  Epithets  of  prspbane 
and  fancy  Jack>  and  Atheijlick  Scribbler,  with  which 

he 
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he  treats  me,  when  the  fit  of  Enthufiafm  is  ftrong 
upon  him  ?  by  which  well-manner'd  and  charitable 
Expreflions,  I  was  certain  of  his  Se&,  before  I  knew 
his  Name.  What  wou'd  you  have  more  of  a  man  ? 
He  has  damn'd  me  in  your  Caufe  from  Genefis  to 
fhe  Revelations  ;  and  has  half  the  Texts  of  both  the 
Ttftaftents  againft  me,  if  you  will  be  io  civil  to 
your  fclves  as  to  take  him  'for  your  Interpreter,  and 
not  to  take  them  for  Irijh  Witnefles.  After  all, 
perhaps,  you  will  tell  me,  that  you  retained  hinronly 
for  the  opening  of  your  Caufe,  and  that  your  main 
Lawyer  is  yet  behind.  Now  if  it  fo  happen  he 
meet  with  no  more  Reply  than  his  Predeceflbrs,  you 
may  either  conclude,  that  I  truft  to  the  goodnefs  of 
my  Caufe,  or  fear  my  Adverfary,  ordifdain  him,  or 
what  you  pleafe ;  for  thefhort  on't  is,  'tis  indifferent 
to  your  humble  Servant,  whatever  your  Party  fays 
or  thinks  of  him. 
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F  all  our  Antick  Sights,  and  Pageantry, 
Which  Englijh  Idiots  run  in  crowds  to  fee, 
The  Polifo  Medal  bears  the  prize  alone  : 
A  Monfter,  more  the  Favourite  of  the  Town 
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Than  either  Fairs  or  Theatres  have  fhown. 

Never  did  Art  fo  well  with  Nature  ftrive  ; 

Nor  ever  Idol  feem'd  fo  much  alive  : 

So  like  the  Man  ;  fo  golden  to  the  fight, 

So  bafe  within,  fo  counterfeit  and  light. 

One  fide  is  fill'd  with  Title  and  with  Face ; 

And,  left  the  King  mould  want  a  regal  Place, 

On  the  Reverfe,  a  Tow'r  the  Town  furveys  ; 

O'er  which  our  mounting  Sun  his  Beams  difplays. 

The  Word,  pronouncM  aloud  by  Shrieval  Voice, 

L#tamurt  which,  in  Polijb,  is  rejoice. 

The  Day,  Month,  Year,  to  the  great  A£  are  joined  $ 

And  a  new  Canting  Holiday  defign'd. 

Jive  Days  he  fat,  for  every  caft  and  look  i 

Four  more  than  God  to  finifh  Adam  took. 

But  who  can  tell  what  EfTence  Angels  are, 

Or  how  long  Heav'n  was, making  Lucifer  ? 

O,  cou'd  the-  Style  that  copy'd  every  grace, 

And  ploughed  fuch  Furrows  for  an  Eunuch  Face, 

Cou'd  it' have  form'd  his  ever-changing  Will, 

The  various  Piece  had  tir'd  the  Graver's  Skill  I 

K  & 
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A  Martial  Hero  firft,  with  early  Care, 
Blown,  like  a  Pigmy  by  the  Winds,  to  War  ; 
A  beardlefs  Chief  ;   a  Rebel,  ere  a  Man  : 
(So  young  his  Hatred  to  his  Prince  began.) 
Next  this,  (How  wildly  will  Ambition  fteer  !) 
A  Vermin,  wriggling  in  th'  Ufurper's  Ear  * 
Ban'ring  his  venal  Wit  for  fums  of  Gold, 
He  caft  himfelf  into  the  Saint-like  Mould  ; 
•Groan'i  £ "h'd,  and  pray'd,  while  Godlinefs  was  Gain  5 
The  loudeff  Bagpipd  of  tne  uj[uC^:ln*  Train. 
But,  as  'tis  hard  to  cheat  a  Juggler's  Eyes,  -, 

His  open  Lewdnefs  he  cou'd  ne'er  difguife. 
There  fplit  the  Saint :  For  Hypocritick  Zeal 
Allows  no  Sins  but  thofe  it  can  conceal. 
Whoring  to  Scandal  gives  too  large  a  fcope : 
Saints  muf!  not  trade;  but  they  may  interlope. 
Th'  ungpdly  Principle  was  all  the  fame  : 
Bat  a  grofs  Cheat  betrays  his  Partner's  Game.  -; 
Befides,  their  pace  was  formal,  grave  and  flack  s 
His  nimble  Wit  out-ran  the  heavy  Pack. 
Yet  ftill  he  found  his  Fortune  at  a  flay  ; 
Whole  droves  of  Blockheads  choking  up  the  way  : 
They  took,  but  not  rewarded,  his  Advice ; 
Villain  and  Wit  exact  a  double  price. 
Pow'r  was  his  Aim  :  but,  thrown  from  that  pretence, 
The  Wretch  turn'd  Loyal  in  his  own  Defence,' 
And  Malice  reconcil'd  him  to  his  Prince. 
Him,  in  the  Anguifh  pf  his  Soul,  he  ferv'd  ; 
Rewarded  fafter  flill  than  he  deferv'd. 
Behold  him  now  exalted  into.  Truft  ; 
His  Counfel's  oft  convenient,  feldom  juft. 
E'en  in  the  moil  fincere  Advice  he  gave, 
He  had  a  grudging  ftill  to  be  a  Knave. 
The  Frauds  he  learnt  in  his  Fanatick  Years, 
Made  him  uneafy  in  his  lawful  Gears  ;  ' 

At 
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At  beft  as  little  honeft  as  he  cou'd  : 
And,  like  white  Witches,  mifchievoufly  Good. 
To  his  firftByafs,  longingly,  he  leans  ; 
And  rather  wou'd  be  great  by  wicked  Means. 
Thus,  fram'd  for  ill,  he  loos'd  our  Triple  hold  ; 
(Advice  unfafe,  precipitous,  and  bold,) 
From  hence  thofe  tears ;  that  Ilium  of  our  woe  : 
Who  helps  a  powerful  Friend,  fore-arms  a  Foe, 
What  wonder  if  the  Waves  prevail  fo  far, 
When  he  cut  down  the  Banks  that  made  the  Bar  ? 
Seas  follow  but  their  Nature  to  invade  ; 
But  he  t>y  Art  our  native  Strength  betray'd. 
So  Sampfon  to  his  Foe  his  force  con feft, 
And,  to  be  morn,  lay  flumb'ring  on  her  Breaft.' 
But,  when  this  fatal  Counfel,  found  too  late, 
Expos1  d  its  Author  to  the  publiek  Hate  ; 
When  his  juft  Sov'reign,  by  no  impious  way, 
Cou'd  be  feduc'd  to  arbitrary  Sway  ; 
Forfaken  of  that  hope,  he  fhifts  the  Sail ; 
Drives  down  the  Current  with  a  pop'lar  gale' ; 
Andfhews  the  Fiend  confefs'd,  without  a  Veil. 
He  preaches  to  the  Crowd,  that  Power  is  lent, 
But  not  convey'd  to  Kingly  Government  ; 
That  Claims  fucceffive  bear  no  binding  force; 
That  Coronation  Oaths  are  things  of  courfe  ; 
Maintains,  the  Multitude  can  never  err  ; 
And  fets  the  People  in  the  Papal  Chair. 
The  reafon's  obvious  ;  Infreft  never  lyes  : 
The  moft  have  flill  their  Int'reft  in  their  Eyes  ; 
The  Po\v*r  is  always  theirs,  and  Pow'r  is  ever  wife 
Almighty  Crowd  !  thou  fhorten'ft  all  difpute  ; 
Pow*r  is  thy  Effence,  Wit  thy  Attribute  : 
Nor  Faith  nor  Reafon  make  thee  at  a  ftay,          [way. 
Thou  leap'fl  o'er  all  eternal  Truths,  in  thy  Pint/arid 
K  5 
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Athens,  no  doubt,  did  righteoufly  decide, 

When  Phocion  and  when  Socrates  were  try'd  : 

As  righteoufly  they  did  thofe  dooms  repent  ; 

Still  they  were  wife,  whatever  way  they  went. 

Crowds  err  not,  tho'  to  both  Extremes  they  run  ; 

To  kill  the  Father,  and  recal  the  Son. 

Some  think.the  Fools  were  moft,  as  times  went  then  ;» 

But  now  the  World's  o'erilock'd  with  prudent  Men, 

The  common  Cry  is  e'en  Religion1  s  Teft  j 

The  Turk's  is,  at  Conftantinople,  belt  ; 

Idols  in  India,  Popery  at  Rome  j 

And  our  own  Worfhip  only  true  at  home  : 

And  true,  but  for  the  time ;.  'tis  hard  to- know 

How  long  we  pleafe  it  mall  continue  foi- 

This  fide  to-day,  and  that  to-morrow  burns  ; 

So  all  are  God-a'mighties  in  their  Turns, 

A  tempting  Doctrine,  plaufible  and  new  : 

"What  Fools  our  Fathers  were,  if  this  be  true  f 

Who,  todeftroy  the  Seeds  of  Civil  War, 

Inherent  Right  in  Monarchs  did  declare  : 

And,  that  a  lawful  Powrr  might  never  ceafe>. 

Secured  Succeflion,  to  fecure  our  Peace. 

Thus  Property  and  Sov' reign  Sway,  at  laft,, 

In  equal  Balances  were  juftly  caft. 

But  this  new  Jehu  fpurs  the  hot-mouth'd  Horfe  j, 

Inftrucls  the  Beaft  to  know  his  native  Force  ; 

To  take  the  Bit  between  his  Teeth,  and  fly 

To  the  next  headlong  Steep  af  Anarchy. 

Too  happy  England,  if  our  good  we  knew  ;< 

Wou'd  we  pt  fiefs  the  Freedom  we  purfue  ! 

The  lavifti  Government  can  give  no  more  : 

Yet  we  repine  ;  and  plenty  makes  us  poor. 

God  try'd  us  once  j  our  Rebel-Fathers  fought ; 

He  glutted  'em  with  all  the  Pow'r  they  fought ; 
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'Till,  mafter'd  by  their  own  ufurping  Brave, 
The  free-born  Subject  funk  into  a  Slave. 
We  lothe  our  Manna,  and  we  long  for  Quails |~ 
Ah  what  is  Man  when  his  own  wifli  prevails ! 
Hiow  ram,  how  fwift  to  plunge  himfelf  in  ill ; 
Proud  of  his  Pow'r,  and  boundlefs  in  his  Will ! ' 
That  Kings  can  do  no  wrong  we  muft  believe  : 
None  can  they  do,  and  muft  they  all  receive  ? 
Help  Heaven  !  or  fadly  we  mall  fee  an  hour, 
When  neither  wrong  nor  right  are  in  their  Pow*r  V 
Already  they  have  loft  their  beft  Defence, 
The  Benefit  of  Laws,  which  they  difpenfe  ; 
No  juftice  to  their  righteous  Caufe  allow'd  ; 
But  baffled  by  an  Arbitrary  Crowd; 
And  Medals  grav'd,  their  Conqueft  to  record, 
The  Stamp  and  Coin  of  their  adopted  Lord 

The  Man,  who  laugh'd  but  once,  to  fee  an  Afs 
Mumbling  to  make  the  crofs-grain'd  Thiftles  pafs,s 
Might  laugh  again,  to  fee  a  Jury  chaw 
The  prickles  of  unpalatable  Law. 
The  Witneffes,  that,  Leech-like,  liv'd  on  blood, 
Sucking  for  them  were  med'cinally  good  : 
But,  when  they.faften'd  on  their  fefter'd  Sore, 
Then  Juftice  and  Religion  they  forfwore  ; 
Their  Maiden  Oaths  debauch'd  into  a  Whore. 
Thus  Men  are  rais'd  by  Factions,  and  decryrd  ; 
And  Rogue  and  Saint  diftinguiih'd-  by  their  Side. 
They  rack  e'en  Scripture  to  confeFs  tiejr  Caufe ; 
And  plead  a  Call  to  preach,  in  fpite  of  Laws.  - 
But  that's  no  news  to  the  poor  injur'd  Page  f 
It  has  been  us'd  as  ill  in  every  Age  ; 
And  is  conftrain'd,  with  Patience,  all  to  take  : 
For  what  Defence  can  Greet  and  Hebrew  make  ?  ' 
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Happy,  who  can  this  talking  Trumpet  feize  ; 
They  make  it  fpeak  what-ever  Senfe  they  pleafe. 
'Twas  fram'd,  at  firft,  our  Oracle  t'  enquire  ; 
But,  fince  our  Sects  in  Prophecy  grow  higher,   [fp 
The  Text  infpires  not  them ;  but  they  the  Text  in 
London,  thou  great  Emporium  of  our  Jfle, 

0  thou  (oo  bounteous,  thou  too  fruitful  Nile, 
How  fhall  I  praife  or  curfe  to  thy.defert ! 

Or  feparate  thy  found,  from  thy  corrupted  Part ! 

1  call'd  thee  Nile  ;  the  Parallel  will  ftand  : 

Thy  tides  of  Wealth  overflow  the  fatten'd  Land  ; 

Yet  monfters  from  thy  large  increafe  we  find, 

Engender'd  on  the  Slime  thou  leav'ft  behind. 

Sedition  has  not  wholly  feizM  on  thee ; 

Thy  nobler  Parts  are  from  infection  free. 

Of  1/raefs  Tribes  thou  haft  a  numerous  Band  a 

But  ft  ill  the  Canaanite  is  in  the  Land. 

Thy  military  Chiefs  are  brave  and  true ; 

Nor  are  thy  difmchanted  Burghers  few. 

The  Head  is  loyal  which  thy  Heart  commands ; 

But  whaf  s  a  Head  with  two  fuch  gouty  Hands  ? 

The  wife  and  wealthy  love  the  fureft  way, 

And  are  content  to  thrive  and  to  obey. 

But  Wifdom  is  to  Sloth  too  great  a  Slave  ; 

None  are  fo  bufy  as  the  Fool  and  Knave. 

Thofe  let  me  curfe  ;  what  vengeance  will  they  urge, 

Whofe  Ordures  neither  Plague  nor  Fire  can  purge  $ 

Nor  fharp  Fxperience  can  to  Duty  bring, 

Nor  angry  Heav'n,  nor  a  forgiving  King  ! 

In  Gofpel  Phrafe  their  Chapmen  they  betray  : 

Their  Shops  are  Dens,  the  Buyer  is  their  Prey. 

The  Knack  of  Trades  is,  living  on  the  Spoil ; 

T'hey  boaft,  e'en  when  each  other  they  beguile. 

Cufioms 
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Cuftoms  to  fteal  is  fuch  a  trivial  Thing, 

That  'tis  their  Charter,  to  defraud  their  King. 

All  Hands  unite  of  every  jarring  Sec"l ; 

They  cheat  the  Country  firft,  and  then  infe£h 

They,  for  God's  Caufe,  their  Monarchs  dare  dethrone ; 

And  they'll  be  fure  to  make  his  Caufe  their  own. 

Whether  the  plotting  Jefuit  laid  the  Plan 

Of  murd'ring  Kings,  or  the  French  Puritan, 

Our  Sacrilegious  Sects  their  Guides  out-go, 

And  Kings  and  Kingly  Pow'r  wou'd  murder  too. 

What  means  their  trait'rous  Combination  lefs, 
Too  plain  t'  evade,  too  mameful  to  confefs  ? 
But  Treafon  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  dcfcry'd  ; 
Succefsful  Crimes  alone  are  juftify'd. 
The  Men,  who  no  Confpiracy  wou'd  find, 
Who  doubts  bat,  had  it  taken,  they  had  join'd  ; 
Join'd  in  a  mutual  Cov'nant  of  Defence, 
At  firft  without,  at  laft  againft  their  Prince. 
If  Sov' reign  Right  by  Sov'reign  Pow'r  they  fcan, 
The  fame  bold  Maxim  holds  in  God  and  Man : 
God  were  not  fafe,  his  Thunder  coa'd  they  mull  ; 
He  fhou'd  be  forc'd  to  Crown  another  Son. 
Thus,  when  the  Heir  was  from  the  Vineyard  thrown, 
The  rich  Poffeffion  was  the  Murd'rers  own. 
In  vain  to  fophiftry  they  have  recourse  :  ^ 

By  proving  theirs  no  Plot,  they  prove  'tis  worfe ;      > 
"Unmask'd  Rebellion,  and  audacious  Force.  j 

Which,  though  not  actual,  yet  all  Eyes  may  fee 
'Tis  working,  in  th'  immediate  Pow'r  to  be  : 
For.    from  pretended  Grievances  they  rife, 
Firi:  to  diflikc,  and  after  to  defpife  : 
Then,  Cyc/op-\iks9  in  human  flefh  to  deal ; 
Chop  up  a  Miniilcr,  at  every  MeaJ ; 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  not  wholly  to  melt  down  the  King  ; 

But  clip  his  regal  Rights  within  the  Ring. 

From  thence,  t'affume  the  Pow'r  of  Peace  and  War  ; 

And  eafe  him  by  degrees  of  publick  Care. 

Yet,  to  confult  his  Dignity  and  Fame,  "\ 

He  fhould  have  leave  to  exercife  the  Name  ;  [Game  V- 

And  hold  the  Cards,  while  Commons  play'd  the  j 
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For  what  can  Pow'r  give  more  than  Food  and  Drink, 

To  live  at  eafe,  and  not  be  bound  to  think  ? 

Thefe  are  the  cooler  Methods  of  their  Crime  : 

But  their  hot  Zealots  think  'tis  lofs  of  time  j 

On  utmoft  Bounds  of  Loyalty  they  Hand, 

And  grin  and  whet  like  a  Croatian  Band, 

That  waits  impatient  for  the  laft  Command. 

Thus  Out-laws  open  Villany  maintain  ; 

They  fteal  not,  but  in  Squadrons  fcowr  the  Plain : 

And,  if  their  Pow'r  the  Pafiengers  fubdue, 

The  Moft  have  Right,  the  Wrong  is  m  the  Few. 

Such  impious  Axioms  foolimly  they  mow  ;    *'••< 

For,  in  fome  Soils,  Republicks  will  not  grow  : 

Our  Temp'rate  I  fie  will  no  Extremes  fuftain> 

Of  Pop'lar  Sway,  or  Arbitrary  Reign  ; 

But  flides  between  them  both  into  the  bed  ; 

Secure  in  Freedom,  in  a  Monarch  bleft  : 

And  though  the  Climate,  vex'd  with  various 

Works,  through  our  yielding  Bodies,  en  our  Minds, 

The  wholfonr  Tempeft  purges  what  it  breeds, 

To  recommend  the  Calmnefs  that  ftacceeds. 

But  thou,  the  Pander  of  the  People's  Hearts, : 
O  crooked  Soul,  and  Serpentine  in  Arts  ! 
Whofe  blandifhments  a  Loyal  Land  have  whor'd, 
And  broke  the  Bonds  ihe  plighted  to  her  Lord ; 

What 
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What  Curfefi  on  thy  blailed  Name  will  fall  !  T 

Which  Age  to  Age  tHeir  Legacy  fhall  call ;         [all.  > 

For  all  muft  curfe  the  Woes,  that  muft  defcend  on  J 

Religion  thou  haft  none :  thy  Mercury 

Has  pafs'd  through  every  Sect,  or  theirs  through  thee. 

But  what  thou  giv'ft,  that  Venom  ftill  remains ; 

And  the  pox'd  Nation  feels  thee  in  their  Brains. 

What  elfe  infpires  the  Tongue,  and  fwells  the  Breafts 

Of  all  thy  Bellowing  Renegade  Priefts, 

That  preach  up  thee  for  God  ;  difpenfe  thy  Laws, 

And  with  thy  Stum  ferment  their  fainting  Caufe  ; 

Frefti  Fumes  of  Madnefe  raife  ;  and  toil  and  fweat 

To  make  the  formidable  Cripple  great  ?. 

Yet,  fhou'd  thy  Crimes  fucceed,  Ihou'd  lawlefs  Pow*r 

Compafs  thofe  Ends  thy  greedy  Hopes  devour, 

Thy  canting  Friends  thy  mortal  Foes  wou'd  be  : 

Thy  God  and  theirs  will  never  long  agree. 

For  thine  (if  thou  haft  any)  muft  be  one 

That  lets  the  World  and  Human-kind  alone  : 

A  jolly  God,  that  paffes  Hours  too  well 

To  promife  Heav'n,  or  threaten  us  with.  Hell  ; 

That  unconcern1  d  can  at  Rebellion  fit, 

And  wink  at  Crimes  he  did  himfclf  commit. 

A  Tyrant  theirs ;  the  Heav'n  their  Priefthood  paints 

A  Conventicle  of  gloomy  fullen  Saints  j 

A  Heav'n,  like  Bedlam,  flovenly  and  fad  ; 

Fore  doonVd  for  Souls,  with  falfe  Religion  mad. 

Without  a  Vifion  Poets  can  fore- mow 
What  all  but  Fools,  by  common  Senfey  may  know: 
If  true  Sacceffion  from  our  lile  mould  fail, 
And  Crowds  profane  with  impious  Arms  prevail ; 
Not  thou,  nor  chofe  thy  Factious  Arts  engage, 
Shall  reap  that  Harveft  of  rebellious  Rage, 
With  which  thou  flatter'ft  thy  decrepit  Age. 

The 
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The  fwelling  Poifon  of  the  fev'ral  Seels, 

Which,  wanting  Vent,  the  Nation's  Health  infect?, 

Shall  burft  its  Bag  ;  and  fighting  out  their  way, 

The  various  Venoms  on  each  other  prey. 

The  Presbyter^  puft  up  with  fpiritual  pride, 

Shall  on  the  Necks  of  the  lewd  Nobles  ride ;       , 

His  Brethren  damn,  the  civil  Pow'r  defy  ; 

And  parcel  out  Republick  Prelacy. 

But  mort  mall  be  his  Reign  ;  his  rigid  Yoke 

And  Tyrant  Pow'r  will  puny  Seels  provoke  ; 

And  Frogs  and  Toads,  and  all  the  Tadpole  Train, 

Will  croak  to  Heav'n  for  help,  from  this  devouring: 

Crane. 

The  cut-throat  Sword  and  clamorous  Gown  mail  jar, 
In  maring  their  111  gotten  Spoils  of  War  t 
Chiefs  mall  be  grudg'd  the  part  which  they  pretend  ; 
Lords  envy  Lords,  and  Friends  with  every  Frisnd 
About  their  impious  Merit  mall  contend . 
The  furly  Commons  fhall  refpecl  deny,. 
And  juftle  Peerage  out  with  Property. 
Their  Gen'ral  either  mall  his  Truft  betray, 
And  force  the  Crowd  to  Arbitrary  Sway  ; 
Or  they,  fufpecling  his  ambitious  Aim, 
Jn  hate  of  Kings,,  mall  caft  anew  the  Frame ; 
And  thruft  out  Collating  that  bore  their  Name. 

Thus  inborn  Broils  the  Factions  wou'd  engage, 
Or  Wars  of  exil*d  Heirs,  er  foreign  Rage  j 
'Till  halting  Vengeance  overtook  our  Age; 
And  our  wild  labours,  weaned  into  Reft, 
Reclin'd  us  on  a  rightful  Monarch's  Brcaft. 
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Qrnari  res  ipfa  negat^  contents,  docen  — 


THE 


PREFACE. 


Poem  with  fo  bold  a  Title,  and  a 
Name  prefixed,  from  which  the  hand 
ling  of  fo  ferious  a  Subject  wou'd  not  be 
expected,  may  reafonably  oblige  the 
Author  to  fay  fomewhat,  in  defence 
both  of  himfelf,  and  of  his  undertaking. 
In  the  firft  place,  if  it  be  objected  to  me,  that,  be 
ing  a  Layman,  I  ought  not  to  have  concerned  my 
felf  with  Speculations,  which  belong  to  the  Profel- 
jion  of  Divinity  ;  I  cou'd  Anfwer,  that,  perhaps, 
Laymen,  with  equal  Advantages  of  Parts  and  Know 
ledge,  are  not  the  moft  incompetent  Judges  of  Sa 
cred  things.  But  in  the  due  Senfe  of  my  own 
Weaknefs  and  want  of  Learning,  I  plead  not  this  : 
J  pretend  not  to  make  my  felf  a  Judge  of  Faith  in 
others,  but  only  to  make  a  Confeflion  of  my  own. 
I  lay  no  unhallowed  Hand  upon  the  Ark ;  but  wait 
Ott  it,  with  the  Reverence  that  becomes  me,  at  a 
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diftance.     In  the  next  place,   I  will   ingenuously 
confefs,  that   the   helps  I  have   ufed  in  this  fmall 
Treatife  were  many  of  them  taken  from  the  Works 
of  our  own   Reverend  Divines  of  the  Church  of 
England  :  fo  that  the  Weapons,  with  which  I  com- 
bat  Irreligion,  are  already  confecrated  ;  though,  I 
fuppofe,  they  may  be  taken  down  as  lawfully  as  the 
Sword  of  Goliath  was  by  David,  when  they  are  to- 
be  employed  for  the  common  Caufe,  againft  the  Ene 
mies  of  Piety.     I  intend  not  by  this  to  intitle  them 
fo  any  of  my  Errors;  which  yet,  I  hope,  are  only 
thofe  of  Charity  to  Mankind  ;  and  fuch  as  my  own 
Charity  has  caus'd  me  to  commit,  that  of  others 
may  more  eafily  excufe :   Being  naturally  inclined  to 
Scepticifm  in  Philofophy,  I  have  no  Reafon  to  impofe 
my  Opinions,  in  a  Subjcft  which  is  above  it.     But 
whatever  they  are,  I  fubmit  them  with  all  Reve 
rence  to  my  Mother  Church,  accounting  them  no 
farther  mine,  than  as  they  are  authoriz'd,  or  at  leaft 
uneondemn'd  by  her.     And,  indeed,  to  fecure  my 
felf  on  this  fide,  I  have  us'd  the  neceffary  Precaution, 
of  fnewing  this  Paper,  before  it  was  publifh'd,  to  a 
judicious  and  learned  Friend,  a  Man  indefatigably 
zealous  in  the  Service  of  the  Church  and  State;  and 
whofe  Writings  have  highly  defer ved  of  both.     He 
was  pleafed  to  approve  the  Body  of  the  Difcourfe, 
and  I  hope  he  is  more  my  Friend,  than  to  do  it  out 
of  Complaifance.  'Tis  true,  he  had  too  good  a  Tafte 
to  like  it  all ;  and,  amongft  fome  other  Faults,  re 
commended  to  my  fecond  View,  what  I  have  writ 
ten,  perhaps  too  boldly,  on  St.  Athanafius  j  which 
he  advifed  me  wholly  to  omit.  I  am  fenfible  enough, 
that  1  had  done  more  prudently  to  have  follow'd  his 
Opinion :  But  then  I  could  not  have  fatisfied  my 
felf,  that  I  had  done  honeftly,  not  to  have  written 
what  was  my  own.  It  has  always  been  my  Thought* 
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that  Heathens,  who  never  did,  nor,  without  Mira 
cle,  cou'd  hear  of  the  Name  of  Chrift,  were  yet  in 
a  poflibility  of  Salvation.  Neither  will  it  enter  ea- 
fily  into  my  Belief,  that,  before  the  coming  of 
our  Saviour,  the  whole  World,  excepting  only  the 
'Jewijh  Nation,  fliould  lie  under  the  inevitable  Ne- 
ceffity  of  everlafting  Punilhment,  for  want  of  that 
Revelation,  which  was  confin'd  to  fo  fmall  a  fpot 
of  Ground  as  that  of  Paleftine.  Among  the  Sons 
of  Noah,  we  read  of  one  only,  who  was  accurs'd  ; 
and  if  a  BlefTmg  in  the  Ripenefs  of  Time  was  re- 
ferv'd  for  Japhet  (of  whofe  Progeny  we  are)  it  feems 
unaccountable  to  me,  why  fo  many  Generations  of 
the  fame  Offspring,  as  preceded  our  Saviour  in  the 
Flefh,  fhou'd  be  all  involved  in  one  common  Con 
demnation,  and  yet  that  their  Pofterity  fhould  be 
intitled  to  the  hopes  of  Salvation  :  As  if  a  Bill  of  Ex- 
clufion  had  pa/led  only  on  the  Fathers,  which  de- 
bar'd  not  the  Sons  from  their  Succeflion :  Or  that  fo  , 
many  Ages  had  been  delivered  over  to  Hell,  and  fo 
many  referv'd  for  Heaven  ;  and  that  the  Devil  had 
the  firft  choice,  and  God  the  next.  Truly  I  am 
apt  to  think,  that  the  revealed  Religion,  which  was 
taught  by  Noah  to  ail  his  Sons,  might  continue  for 
fome  Ages  in  the  whole  Pofterity.  That  afterwards 
it  was  included  wholly  in  the  Family  of  Shem,  is 
manifeft:  but  when  the  Progenies  of  Cham  and 
Japhet  fwarm'd  into  Colonies,  and  thofe  Colonies 
were  fubdivided  into  many  others  ;  in  procefs  of 
time  their  Defendants  loft,  by  little  and  little,  the 
Primitive  and  Purer  Rights  of  Divine  Worfhip,  re 
taining  only  the  Notion  of  one  Deity ;  to  which 
fucceeding  Generations  added  others :  for  Men  took 
their  Degrees  in  thofe  Ages  from  Conquerors  to 
Gods.  Revelation  being  thus  eclipfcd  to  almoft  all 
Mankind,  the  Light  of  Nature,  as  the  next  in 
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Dignity,  was  fubftituted  ;  and  that  is  it,  which  St. 
Paul  concludes  to  be  the  Rule  of  the  Heathens ;  and 
by  which  they  are  hereafter  to  be  judg'd.  If  my 
Suppofition  be  true,  then  the  Confequence,  which  I 
have  afTum'd  in  my  Poem,  may  be  alfo  true;  name 
ly,  that  Deifm,  or  the  Principles  of  Natural  Wor- 
fhip,  are  only  the  faint  Remnants  or  dying  Flames 
of  Reveal'd  Religion  in  the  Fofterity  of  Noah  ; 
And  that  our  Modern  Philofophers,  nay  and  fome 
of  our  Philofophifing  Divines,  have  too  much  ex 
alted  the  Faculties  of  our  Souls,  when  they  have 
maintain'd,  that  by  their  Force  Mankind  has  been 
able  to  find  out,  that  there  is  one  Supreme  Agent 
or  Intellectual  Being,  which  we  call  God  ;  that 
Praife  and  Prayer  are  his  due  Worfhip ;  and  the  reft 
of  thofe  Deducements,  which  I  am  confident  are 
the  remote  Effects  of  Revelation,  and  unattainable 
by  our  Difcourfe,  I  mean  as  fimply  confider'd,  and 
without  the  Benefit  of  Divine  Illumination.  So 
that  we  have  not  lifted  up  our  felves  to  God  by  the 
weak  Pinions  of  our  Reafon ;  but  he  has  been  plea- 
fed  to  defcend  to  us  ;  and  what  Socrates  faid  of  him, 
what  Plato  writ,  and  the  reft  of  the  Heathen  Phi 
lofophers  of  feveral  Nations,  is  all  no  more  than  the 
Twilight  of  Revelation,  after  the  Sun  of  it  was  fet 
in  the  Race  of  Noah.  That  there  is  fomething 
above  us,  fome  Principle  of  Motion,  our  Reafon 
can  apprehend,  though  it  cannot  difcover  what  it  is, 
by  its  own  Virtue.  And  indeed  'tis  very  improba 
ble  that  we,  who  by  the  Strength  of  our  Faculties 
cannot  enter  into  the  Knowledge  of  any  Being,  not 
fo  much  as  of  our  cwn^  mould  be  able  to  find  out, 
by  them,  that  Supreme  Nature,  which  we  cannot 
otherwife  define  than  by  faying  it  is  Infinite ;  as  if 
Infinite  were  definable,  or  Infinity  a  Subject  for  our 
mrrow  Underftanding.  They,  who  wcu'd  prove 
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Religion  by  Reafon,  do  but  weaken  the  Caufe, 
which  they  endeavour  to  fupport  :  'tis  to  take  away 
the  Pillar  from  our  Faith,  and  to  prop  it  only  with  a 
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twig  :  'tis  to  defign  a  Tower  like  that  o 
which,  if  it  were  poflible  (as  it  is  not)  to  reach  Hea 
ven,  would  come  to  nothing  by  the  Confufion  of 
the  Workmen.  For  every  Man  is  building  a  feve- 
ral  way,  impotently  conceited  of  his  own  Model, 
and  his  own  Materials  :  Reafon  is  always  ftriving, 
and  always  at  a  lofs  ;  and  of  neceffity  it  muft  fo 
comq  to  pafs,  while  'tis  exercis'd  about  that  which  is 
not  its  proper  Obje6t.  Let  us  be  content  at  laft,  to 
know  God  by  his  own  Methods^  at  leaft  fomuch  of 
him,  as  he  is  pleas'd  to  reveal  to  us  in  the  Sacred 
Scriptures  :  to  apprehend  them  to  be  the  Word  of 
God,  is  all  our  Reafon  has  to  do  ;  for  all  beyond  it 
is  the  Work  of  Faith,  which  is  the  Seal  of  Heav'n 
imprefs'd  upon  our  human  Underftanding. 

And  now  for  what  concerns  the  Holy  Bifhop 
Atbanafius  ;  the  Preface  of  whofe  Creed  feems  in- 
-confiftent  with  my  Opinion,  which  is,  that  Hea 
thens  may  poffibiy  be  fav'd  :  in  the  firft  place,  I  de- 
fire  it  may  be  confider'd,  that  it  is  the  Preface  only, 
not  the  Creed  it  felf,  which  ('till  I  am  better  in- 
form'd)  is  of  too  hard  a  Digeftion  for  my  Charity. 
"Tis  not  that  I  am  ignorant  how  many  feveral 
Texts  of  Scripture  feemingly  fupport  that  Caufe  ; 
but  neither  am  I  ignorant  how  all  thofe  Texts  may 
receive-a  kinder  and  more  mollified  Interpretation. 
Every  Man,  who  is  read  in  Church  Hiftory,  knows, 
that  Belief  was  drawn  up  after  long  Conteftation 
with  /iritis,  concerning  the  Divinity  of  our  blefled 
Saviour,  and  his  being  one  Subftance  with  the  Fa 
ther  ;  and  that,  thus  compiled,  -it  was  fent  abroad 
among  the  Chriftian  Churches,  as  a  kind  of  Tell, 
which  whofcever  took,  was  look'd  on  as  an  Ortho 
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dox  Believer.  *Tis  manifeft  from  hence,  that  the 
Heathen  part  of  the  Empire  was  not  concerned  in 
it  :  for  its  Bufmefs  was  not  to  diftinguifh  betwixt 
Pagans  and  Chriftians,  but  betwixt  Hereticks  and 
true  Believers.  This,  well  confider'd,  takes  off  the 
heavy  Weight  of  Cenfure,  which  I  wou'd  willingly 
avoid,  from  fo  venerable  a  Man  ;  for  if  this  Propo- 
fition,  Wkofoever  will  be  fav'd^  be  reftrained  only 
to  thofe,  to  whom  it  was  intended,  and  for  whom 
it  was  compofed,  1  mean  the  Chriftians  ;  then  the 
Anathema  reaches  not  the  Heathens,  who  had  never 
heard  of  Chrift,  and  were  nothing  interefted  in  that 
Difpute.  After  all,.  I  am  far  from  blaming  even 
that  Prefatory  Addition  to  the  Creed,  and  as  far 
from  cavilling  at  the  Continuation  of  it  in  the  Li 
turgy  of  the  Church  j  where,  on  the  Days  ap 
pointed,  'tis  publickly  read  :  For,  I  fuppofe,  there 
is  the  fame  Reafon  for  it  now,  in  Oppo fition  to  the 
SccinianS)  as  there  was  then  againft  the  Arians  ; 
the  one  being  a  Herefy,  which  feems  to  have  been 
refin'd  out  of  the  other  ;  and  with  feow  much  more 
plaufibility  of  Reafon  it  combats  our  Religion,  with 
fo  much  more  Caution  to  be  avoided  :  and  there 
fore  the  Prudence  of  our  Church  is  to  be  commend 
ed,  which  has  interpos'd  her  Authority  for  the  Re 
commendation  of  this  Creed.  Yet  to  fuch  as  are 
grounded  in  the  true  Belief,  thofe  explanatory 
Creeds,  the  Nicene  and  this  of  Athanafius,  might 
perhaps  be  fpar'd  :  for  what  is  fupernatural  will  al 
ways  be  a  Myftery  in  fpite  of  Expofition :  and  for 
my  own  part  the  plain  Apoftles  Creed  is  moft  fuit- 
able  to  my  weak  Underftanding ;  as  the  fimpleft 
Diet  is  the  moft  eafy  of  Digeftion. 

I  have  dwelt  longer  on  this  SubjecT:  than  I  in 
tended  ;  and  longer  than,  perhaps,  I  ought  ;  for 
having  laid  down,  as  my  Foundation,  that  the 
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Scripture  is  a  Rule ;  that,  in  all  things  needful  to 
Salvation,  it  is  clear,  fufficient,  and  ordain'd  by 
God  Almighty  for  that  purpofe,  I  have  left  my  felf 
no  Right  to  interpret  obfcure  places,  fuch  as  con 
cern  the  poflibility  of  eternal  Happinefs  to  Hea 
thens  :  becaufe  whatfoever  is  obfcure  is  concluded 
not  neceflary  to  be  known. 

But,  by  afferting  the  Scripture,  to  be  the  Canon 
of  our  Faith,  I  have  unavoidably  created  to  my 
felf  two  forts  of  Enemies  :  The  Papifts,  indeed, 
more  direftly  j  becaufe  they  have  kept  the  Scrip 
ture  from  us,  what  they  cou'd  ;  and  have  refer v'd 
to  themfelves  a  right  of  interpreting  what  they  have 
delivered,  under  the  Pretence  of  Infallibility  :  and 
the  Fanaticks  more  collaterally,  becaufe  they  have 
afTum'd  what  amounts  to  an  Infallibility,  in  the 
private  Spirit ;  and  have  detorted  thofe  Texts  of 
Scripture,  which  are  not  neceflary  to  Salvation,  to 
the  damnable  Ufes  of  Sedition,  Difturbance,  and 
Deftruclion  of  the  Civil  Government.  To  begin 
with  the  Papifts,  and  tofpeak  freely,  I  think  them 
the  lefs  dangerous  (at  leaft  in  Appearance)  to  our 
prefent  State  ;  for  not  only  the  Penal  Laws  are  in 
Force  againft  them,  and  their  Number  is  contempti 
ble  ;  but  alfo  their  Peerage  and  Commons  are  ex 
cluded  from  Parliaments,  and  confequently  thofe 
Laws  in  no  probability  of  being  RepeaFd.  '  A  ge 
neral  and  uninterrupted  Plot  of  their  Clergy,  ever 
ilnce  the  Reformation,  I  fuppofe  all  Proteftants  "be 
lieve.  For  'tis  not  reafonable  to  think  but  that  fo 
many  of  their  Orders,  as  were  outed  from  their 
fat  Pofieflions,  wou'd  endeavour  a  re-entrance  a- 
gainft  thofe  whom  they  account  Hereticks.  As  for 
the  late  Deftgn,  Mr.  Caleman's  Letters,  for  ought 
J  know,  are  the  beft  Evidence  ;  and  what  they 
difcover,  without  wire- drawing  their  Senfe,  or  ma- 
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licious  Glofles,  all  Men  of  Reafon  conclude 
ble.  If  there  be  any  thing  more  than  this  requir'd 
of  me,  I  muft  believe  it  as  well  as  I  am  able,  in 
fpite  of  the  WitnefTes,  and  out  of  a  decent  Con 
formity  to  the  Votes  of  Parliament :  For  I  fuppofe 
the  Fanaticks  will  not  allow  the  private  Spirit  in 
this  Cafe.  Here  the  Infallibility  is  at  leaft  in  one 
part  of  the  Government  ;  and  our  Underftandings 
as  well  as  our  Wills  are  reprefented.  But  to  return 
to  the  Roman  Catholic  ks,  how  can  we  be  fecure 
from  the  Pra&ice  of  Jefuited  Papifts  in  that  Reli 
gion  ?  For  not  two  or  three  of  that  Order,  as  fome 
of  them  would  impofe  upon  us,  but  almoft  the  whole 
Body  of  them  are  of  Opinion,  that  their  infallible 
Mafter  has  a  Right  over  Kings,  not  only  in  Spiri 
tuals  but  Temporals.  Not  to  name  Marian^  Bel- 
larmlne^  Emanuel  Sa,  Molina,  Santaret,  Simanca^ 
and  at  leaft  twenty  others  of  Foreign  Countries ; 
we  can  produce  of  our  own  Nation,  Campion,  and 
Doleman^  or  Parfons,  befides  many  are  nam'd 
whom  I  have  not  read,  who  all  of  them  atteft  this 
Doctrine,  that  the  Pope  can  depofe  and  give  away 
the  Right  of  any  Sovereign  Prince,  fi  vel  paulum 
deflexerit,  if  he  fhall  never  fo  little  Warp  :  but  if  he 
once  comes  to  be  excommunicated,  then  the  Bond 
of  Obedience  is  taken  off  from  Subjects  ;  and  they 
may  and  ought  to  drive  him  like  another  Nebucbad- 
nezzar,  ex  bominum  Chriftianorum  Dominatu^  from 
cxercifmg  Dominion  over  Chriftians  :  and  to  this 
they  are  bound  by  Virtue  of  Divine  Precept,  and  by 
all  the  Ties  of  Conicience  under  no  lefs  Penalty 
than  Damnation.  If  they  anfwer  me  (as  a  Learned 
Prieft  has  lately  written)  that  this  Doctrine  of  the 
Jefuits  is  not  de pde^  and  that  confequently  they 
are  not  oblig'd  by  it,  they  muft  Pardon  me,  if  I 
think  they  have  faid  nothing  to  the  Purpofe  ;  for 
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'tis  a  Maxim  in  their  Church,  where  Points  of  Faith 
are  not  decided,  and  that  Doctors  are  of  contrary 
Opinions,  they  may  follow  which  part  they  pleafe ; 
but  more  fafely  the  rnoft  receiv'd  and  moft  autho- 
riz'd.  And  their  Champion  Bdlarmine  has  told 
the  World,  in  his  Apology,  that  the  King  of  Eng 
land  is  a  Vaffal  to  the  Pope,  ratione  direfli  DG- 
minii,  and  that  he  holds  in  Villanage  of  his  Ro 
man  Landlord  :  Which  is  no  new  Claim  put  in  for 
England.  Our  Chronicles  are  his  Authentick  Wit- 
nefles,  that  King  John  was  depos'd  by  the  fame 
Plea,  and  Philip  Auguftus  admitted  Tenant.  And 
(which  makes  the  more  for  Bellarmine)  the  French 
King  was  again  ejected,  when  our  King  fubmitted 
to  the  Church,  and  the  Crown  received  under  the 
fordid  Condition  of  VaiFalage. 

'Tis  not  fufficient  for  the  more  moderate  and 
well-meaning  Papifls  (of  which  I  doubt  not  there 
are  many)  to  produce  the  Evidences  of  their  Loyalty 
to  the  late  King,  and  to  declare  their  Innocency  in 
this  Plot.  I  will  grant  their  Behaviour,  in  the  fir  ft, 
to  have  been  as  Loyal  and  as  Brave  as  they  defire  ; 
and  will  be  willing  to  hold  them  excused  as  to  the 
fecond  ;  I  mean,  when  it  comes  to  my  turn,  and 
after  my  Betters  ;  for  'tis  a  Madnefs  to  be  fober  a- 
lone,  while  the  Nation  continues.drunk.  But  that 
Saying  of  their  Father  Crejl  is  ftill  running  in  my 
Head,  that  they  may  be  difpens'd  with  in  their  Obe 
dience,  to  an  Heretick  Prince,  while  the  NeceiHty 
of  the  times  (hall  oblige  them  to  it :  for  that  (as  ano 
ther  of  them  tells  us)  is  only  the  Effect  of  Chri- 
flian  Prudence  :  but  when  once  they  fhall  get  Power 
to  fhake  him  off,  an  Heretick  is  no  lawful  King, 
and  confequently  to  rife  againft  him  is  no  Rebel 
lion.  I  mould  be  glad  therefore,  that  they  wou'd 
follow  the  Advice,  which  was  charitably  given  them 
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by  a  Reverend  Prelate  of  our  Church  ;  namely, 
that  they  wou'd  join  in  a  puhlick  Act  of  difownin'g 
and  detefting  thofe  Jefuitick  Principles  ;  and  fub- 
fcribe  to  all  Doctrines,  which  deny  the  Pope's  Au 
thority  of  Depofing  Kings,  and  releafmg  Subjects 
from  their  Oath  of  Allegiance  :  to  which  I  fhou'd 
think  they  might  eafily  be  induc'd,  if  it  be  true 
that  this  prefent  Pope  has  condemn'd  the  Doctrine 
of  King- killing  (a  Thefis  of  the  Jefuits)  amongft 
others,  ex  Cathedra  (as  they  call  it)  or  in  open  Con- 
fiftory. 

Leaving  them,  therefore,  in  fo  fair  a  way  (if 
they  pleafe  themfelves  )  of  fatisfying  all  reafonable 
Men  of  their  Sincerity  and  good  meaning  to  the 
Government,  I  mail  make  bold  to  confider  that 
other  Extreme  of  our  Religion,  I  mean  the  Fana- 
ticks,  or  Schifmaticks  of  the  Englijb  Church. 
Since  the  Bible  has  been  tranflated  into  our  Tongue, 
they  have  us'd  it  fo,  as  if  their  Bufinefs  was  not  to 
be  fav'd,  but  to  be  damn'd,  by  its  Contents.  If 
we  confider  only  them,  better  had  it  been  for  the 
Englijh  Nation,  that  it  had  ftill  remain'd  in  the 
original  Greek  and  Hebrew^  or  at  leaft  in  the  honeft 
Latin  of  St.  Jerome^  than  that  feveral  Texts  in  it 
fhould  have  been  prevaricated  to  the  Deftruction  of 
that  Government,  which  put  it  into  fo  ungrateful 
Hands. 

How  many  Herefies  the  firft  Tranflation  of 
Tyndal  produced  in  few  Years,  let  my  Lord  Her 
bert's  Hiftory  of  Henry  the  Eighth  inform  you  ; 
Jnfomuch  that  for  the  grofs  Errors  in  it,  and  the 
great  Mifchiefs  it  occafion'd,  a  Sentence  pafs'd  on 
the  firft  Edition  of  the  Bible,  too  Ihameful  almoft: 
to  be  repeated.  After  the  (hort  Reign  of  Edward 
the  Sixth  (who  had  continued  to  carry  on  the  Re 
formation,  on  other  Principles  than  it  was  begun) 

every 
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every  one  knows,  that  not  only  the  chief  Promo 
ters  of  that  Work,  but  many  others,  whofe  Con- 
fciences  wou'd  not  difpenfe  with  Popery,  were' 
forc'd,  for  fear  of  Persecution,  to  change  Climates  ; 
from  whence  returning  at  the  beginning  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  Reign,  many  of 'them,  who  had  been 
in  France,  and  at  Geneva,  brought  back  the  rigid 
Opinions  and '  imperious  Difcipline  of  Calvin,  to 
graft  upon  our  Reformation.  Which  though  they 
cunningly  conceal'd  at  firft  (as  well  knowing  how 
naufeoufly  that  Drug  wou'd  go  down  in  a  lawful 
Monarchy,  which  was  prefcrib'd  for  a  rebellious 
Commonwealth)  yet  they  always  kept  it  in  re- 
ferve  ;  and  were  never  wanting  to  themfelves  either 
in  Court  or  Parliament,  when  either  they  had  any 
Profpecl:  of  a  numerous  Party  of  Fanatick  Mem 
bers  in  the  one,  or  the  Encouragement  of  any  Fa 
vourite  in  the  other,  whofe  Covetoufnefs  was  gaping 
at  the  Patrimony  of  the  Church.  They  who  will 
confult  the  Works  of  our  venerable  Hooker,  or  the 
account  of  his  Life,  or  more  particularly  the  Let 
ter  written  to  him  on  this  Subject  by  George  Cran- 
mer,  may  fee  by  what  Gradations  they  proceeded. 
From  the  diflike  of  Cap  and  Surplice,  the  very- 
next  Step  was  Admonitions  to  the  Parliament  a- 
gainft  the  whole  Government  Ecclefiaftical :  then 
came  out  Volumes  in  Englijh  and  Latin  in  Defence 
of  their  Tenets  :  and  immediately.  Practices  were 
fet  on  foot  to  erect:  their  Difcipline  without  Autho 
rity.  Thofe  not  fucceeding,  Satire  and  Railing 
was  the  next  :  And  Martin  Mar-Prelate  ( the 
Marvel  of  thoie  times)  was  the  firft  Presbyterian 
Scribbler,  who  fan&ify 'd  Libels  and  Scurrility  to  the 
ufe  of  the  Good  Old  Caufe.  Which  was  done 
(fays  my  Author )  upon  this  account ;  that  ('their 
ferious  Treatifes  having  been  fully  anfwered  and 
L  3  r 
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refuted )  they  might  compafs  by  railing  what  they 
had  loft  by  reafoning  ;  and  when  their  Caufe  was 
funk  in  Court  and  Parliament,  they  might  at  leaft 
hedge  in  a  Stake  amongft  the  Rabble  :  for  to  their 
Ignorance  all  things  are  Wit  which  areabufive  ;  but 
if  Church  and  State  were  made  the  Theme,  then 
the  De&oral  Degree  of  Wit  was  to  be  taken  at  JB/7- 
Kngfgate.  Even  the  moft  Saint-like  of  the  Party, 
though  they  durft  not  excufe  this  Contempt  and  vi 
lifying  of  the  Government,  yet  were  pleas'd,  and 
grinn'd  at  it  with  a  pious  Smile  ;  and  call'd  it  a  Judg 
ment  of  God  againft  the  Hierarchy.  Thus  Secta 
ries,  we  may  fee,  were  born  with  Teeth,  foul- 
mouth'd  and  fcurrilous  from  their  Infancy  :  and  if 
Spiritual  Pride,  Venom,  Violence,  Contempt  of 
Superiors,  and  Slander  had  been  the  Marks  of  Or 
thodox  Belief  ;  the  Presbytery  and  the  reft  of  our 
Schifmaticks,  which  are  their  Spawn,  were  always 
the  moft  vifible  Church  in  the  Chriftian  World. 

'Tis  true,  the  Government  was  too  ftrong  at  that 
time  for  a  Rebellion  ;  but  to  {hew  what  Proficiency 
t!  t"  had  made  in  Calvin's  School,  even  Then  their 
Mouths  watered  at  it  :  for  two  of  their  gifted  Bro 
therhood  (Hacket  and  Coppinger)  as  the  Story  tells 
us,  got  up  into  a  Peafe-Cart,  and  harangued  the 
People,  to  difpofe  them  to  an  Infurre&ion,  and  to 
eftablifh  their  Difcipline  by  Force :  So  that,  how- 
ever  it  comes  about,  that  now  they  celebrate  Queen 
Elizabeth's  Birth-night,  as  that  of  their  Saint  and 
Patronefs  ;  yet  then  they  were  for  doing  the  Work 
of  the  Lord  by  Arms  againft  her  ;  and  in  all  pro 
bability,  they  wanted  but  a  Fanatick  Lord  Mayor 
and  two  Sherifls  of  their  Party,  to  have  com- 
pafs'd  it. 

Our  venerable  Hooker^  after  many  Admonitions* 
which  he  had  given  them  towards  the  end  of  hi& 
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Preface,  breaks  out  into  this  Prophetick  Speech  ; 
*'  There  is  in  every  one  of  thefe  Confederations  moft 
<c  juft  Caufe  to  fear,  left  our  haflinefs  to  embrace  a 
<c  thing  of  fo  perilous  Confequen-ce  (  meaning  the 
44  Presbyterian  Difcipline)  Jhould  caufe  Poflerity  to 
*'  feel  thofe  Evils ,  which  as  yet  are  more  eafy  for  us 
<{  to  prevent,  than  they  would  be  for  them  to  re- 
"  medy." 

How  fatally  this  Ca/andra  has  foretold,  we  know 
too  well  by  fad  Experience :  The  Seeds  were  fown 
in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth  ;  the  bloody  Har- 
veft  ripened  in  the  Reign  of  King  Charles  the  Mar 
tyr  :  and  becaufe  all  the  Sheaves  could  not  be  car 
ried  off  without  fhedding  fome  of  the  loofe  Grains, 
another  Crop  is  too  like  to  follow ;  nay,  I  fear,  'tis 
unavoidable,  if  the  Conventiclers  be  permitted  ftill 
to  fcatter. 

A  Man  may  be  fwffered  to  quote  an  Adverfary  to 
our  Religion,  when  he  fpeaks  Truth :  and  'tis  the 
obfervation  of  Maimbourgh,  in  his  Hiftory  of  Cal- 
vinifm  ;  that  wherever  that  Difcipline  was  planted 
and  embrac'd,  Rebellion,  Civil- War,  and  Mifery 
attended  it.  And  how,  indeed,  fhould  it' happen 
otherwife  ?  Reformation  of  Church  and  State  has 
always  been  the  ground  of  our  Divifions  in  Eng 
land.  While  we  were  Papijls^  our 'Holy  Father 
rid  us,  by  pretending  Authority  out  of  the  Scrip 
tures  to  depofe  Princes.  When  we  fhook  off  his 
Authority,  the  Sectaries  furnifh'd  themfelves  with 
the  fame  Weapons,  and  out  of  the  fame  Magazine, 
the  Bible.  So  that  the  Scriptures,  which  are  in 
themfelves  the  greateft  Security  of  Governors,  as 
commanding  exprefs  Obedience  to  them,  are  now 
turn'd  to  their  DeftrudYion ;  and  never,  fmce  the 
Reformation,  has  there  wanted  a  Text  of  their  in 
terpreting  to  Authorize  a  Rebel.  And  'tis  to  be 
L  4  noted 
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noted  by  the  way,  that  the  Doctrines  of  Kiag- 
killing  and  Depofing,  which  have  been  taken  11$ 
only  by  the  worft  Party  of  the  Papifls^  the  moft 
frontlefs  Flatterers  of  the  Pope's  Authority,  have 
been  efpous'd,  defended,  and  are  ftill  maintained  by 
the  whole  Body  of  Nonconformiits  and  Republi 
cans.  'Tis  but  dubbing  themfelves  the  People  of 
God,  which  'tis  the  Intereft  of  their  Preachers  to 
tell  them  they  are,  and  their  own  Intereft  to  be 
lieve  ;  and  after  that,  they  cannot  dip  into  the 
Bible,  but  one  Text  or  another  will  turn  up  for 
their  Purpofe.  If  they  are  under  Perfecution,  as 
they  call  it,  then  that  is  a  Mark  of  their  Election ;  if 
they  flourifh,  then  God  works  Miracles  for  their  De 
liverance,  and  the  Saints  are  to  pofiefs  the  Earth. 

They  may  think  themfelves  to  be  too  roughly 
handled  in  this  Paper  ;  but  I,  who  know  beft  how 
far  r  could  have  gone  on  this  Subject,  muft  be  bold 
to  tell  them  they  are  fpar'd  :  though,  at  the  fame 
lime,  I  am  not  ignorant,  that  they  interpret  the 
mildnefs  of  a  Writer  to  them,  as  they  do  the  Mercy 
of  the  Government :  in  the  one  they  think  it  Fear^ 
and  conclude  it  Weaknefs  in  the  other.  The  beft 
wav  for  them  to  confute  me,  is,  as  I  before  advis'd 
thePapiits,  to  difclaim  their  Principles,  and  renounce 
their  Practices.  We  fhall  all  be  glad  to  think  them 
true  Englifhmen,  when  they  obey  the  King  ;  and 
true  Proteftants,  when  they  conform  to  the  Church 
Difcipline, 

It  remains  that  I  acquaint  the  Reader,  that  the 
Verfes  were  written  for  an  ingenious  young  Gentle 
man,  my  Friend,  upon  his  Translation  of  The 
Critical  Hiftory  of  the  Old  Teftament,  compos'd  by 
the  learned  Father  Simon .:  The  Verfes  therefore 
are  addrefled  to  the  Tranflatorof  that  Work,  and  the 
Style  of  them  is,  what  it  ought  to  be,  Epiftolary. 
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If  any  one  be  To  lamentable  a  Critick,  as  to  re 
quire  the  Smoothnefs,  the  Numbers,  and  the  Turn 
of  Heroick  Poetry,  in  this  Poem  ;  I  mutt  tell  him, 
that,  if  he  has  not  read  Horace,  I  have  duelled 
him,  and  hope  the  Style  of  his  Epiflles  is  not  ill  imi 
tated  here.  The  Expieffions  of  a  Poem,  defign'd 
purely  for  Inftru&iori,  ought  to  be  Plain  and  Natu 
ral,  and  yet  Majeftick  ;  for  here  the  Poet  is  pre- 
fum'd  to  be  a  kind  of  Lawgiver,  and  thofe  three 
Qualities,  which  I  have  nam'd,  are  proper  to  the 
Legiflative  Style.  The  Florid,  Elevated,  and  Fi 
gurative  way  is  for  the  Paffions  ;  for  Love  and  Ha 
tred,  Fear  and  Anger,  are  begotten  in  the  Soul  by 
{hewing  their  Objects  out  of  their  true  Proportion  ; 
either  greater  than  the  Life,  or  lefs  :  but  Inftruc- 
tion  is  to  be  given  by  (hewing  them  what  they  na 
turally  are.  A  Man  is  to  be  cheated  into  Paffion, 
but  to  be  reafon'd  into  Truth. 
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IM,   as  the  borrowed  Beams  of  Moon 

and  Stars 

To  lonely ,  weary,  wand1  ring  Travellers, 
Is  Reafon  to  the  Soul :  And  as  on  high, 
Thofe  rowling  Fires  *#/?0*/*r  but  the  Sky, 

Not  light  Ub  here  ;  So  Rea/ons  glimmering  Ray 

Was  lent,  not  to  ajjure  our  doubtful  way, 

But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  Day. 

And  as  thofe  nightly  Tapers  difappear, 

When  Day's  bright  Lord  afcends  our  Hemifphere ; 

So  pale  grows  Reafon  at  Religions  fight ; 

So  dies,  and  fo  dijfblves  in  Supernatural  Light. 

Some  few,  whofe  Lamp  fhone  brighter,  have  been  led,, 

From  Caufe  to  Caufe,  to  Nature's  fecret  Head  ; 

And  found  that  onefrfl  Principle  muft  be  : 

But  auto,  orw&>,  that  UNI  f£  RS4 L  HE';. 

Whether  fome  Soul  incompafiing  this  Ball, 

Unmade,  unmo<v 'd  ;  yet  mating,  moving  All ; 

Or  various  Atoms  interfering  Dance 

Leapt  into  Form,  the  noble  Work  of  Chance  ; . 

Or  this  great  ^//was  from  Eternity  ; 

Not  e'en  the  Stagirite  himielf  could  fee ; 

And  Eficurus  gueffd&s  well  as  He, 
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As  blindly  grop V  they  for  a.  future  State  ; 
As  rajhly  judged  of  Providence  and  /«/*  .- 
But  leait  of  all  could  their  Endeavours  find 
What  moft  concern'd  the  good  of  Human  kind  ; 
For  Happinefs  was  never  to  be  found  ? 
But  vanilh'd  from'em,  like  Enchanted  Ground. 
*  One  thought  Content  the  Good  to  be  enjoy'd  j 
This  every  little  Occident  dellroy'd  : 
The  wife?.  Madmen  did  for  Virtue  toil  j 
A  thorny,  or  at  beft  a  barren  Soil : 
In  Pleafure  fome  their  glutton  Souls  would  fteep  ; 
But  found  their  Line  too  fliort,  the  Well  too  deep  ;  - 
And  leaky  VefTels  which  no  Blifs  cou'd  keep. 
Thus  anxious  Thoughts  in  endlefs  Circles  rowl, 
Without  a  Centre  where  to  fix  the  Soul: 
In  this  wild  Maze  their  vain  endeavours  end. 
How  can  the  Lefs  the  Greater  comprehend  ? 
Or  finite  Reafon  reach  Infinity  ? 
For  what  couvd  Fathom  G  O  D,  were  more  than  He. 
f  The  Deift  thinks  he  flands  on  firmer  Ground  ;, 
Cries ei^w&is  ;  The  mighty  Secrctrs  found: 
God  is  that  Spring  of  Good  ;  Supreme,  and  Beft  ; 
Wey  made  to  ferve,  and  in  that  Service  bleft. 
If  fo,  fome  Rules  of  Worfhip  muft  be  given, 
Biftributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven  ; 
Klfe  God  were  partial,  and  to  fome  denyM 
The  Means  his  Juftice  fhou'd  for  all  provide. 
This  genera  I 'Worfoip  is  to  P  R4ISE  and  P  RAT', 
One  part  to  borrow  Bleffings,   one  to  pay  : 
And  when  frail  Nature  ilides  into  Offence,, 
The  Sacrifice  for  Crimfs  is  Penitence. 


*   Opinion!   of  the  fiveral  Setts   of  Pbilofopbtn  (Wttrn'mg   tkt 
Summum  Bo  num.         f  S^ftem  of  D  tifm. 
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Yet,  fince  th1  Effe&s  of  Providence,  we  find, 
Are  varioufly  difpens'd  to  Human  kind  ; 
That  Vice  triumphs,  and  Virtue  fufers  here, 
(A  brand  that  Sovereign  Juftice  cannot  bear). 
Our  Reafon  prompts  us  to  a  future  State  ; 
The  /«/  Appeal  from  Fortune,  and  from  F#/*  : 
Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  declared; 
The  IWmeet  Pumjhment ;  the  GW,  Reward,  [foar  ; 
*  Thus  Man  by  his  own  Strength  to  Heaven  wou'd 
And  wou'd  not  be  oblig'd  to  God  for  more. 
Vain,  wretched  Creature,  how  art  thou  mif-led 
To  think  thy  Wit  thefe  God-like  Notions  bred  I 
Thefe  Truths  are  not  the  produd  of  thy  Mind, 
But  dropt  from  Heaven,  and  of  a  Nobler  kind.  *    j-t'y 
ReweaFd  Religion  firft  inform'd  thy  Sight, 
And  Reafon  faw  not,  'till  Faith  fprung  the  Light. 
Hence  all  thy  Natural  Worjhip  takes  the  Source: 
Tis  Revelation  what  thou  think'ft  Difcourfe. 
Elfe,  how  com'ft  Thou  to  fee  thefe  Truths  fo  clear,. 
Which  fo  obfcure  to  Heathens  did  appear  ? 
Not  Plato  thefe,  nor  Arifoth  found  : 
Nor  J  He  whofe  Wifdom  Oracles  renown'd. 
Haft  thou  a  Wit  fo  deep,  or  fo  fublime,. 
Or  cahft  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 
Canft7£0«,  by  Reafon,  more  of  God  head  know, 
Than  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 
Thofe  Giant  Wits,  in  happier  Ages  born, 
When  Atms  and  Arts  did  Greece  and  Rome  adorn, 
Knew  no  fuch  Syflem  j  no  fuch  Piles  cou'd  raife 
Of  Natural  Worfhipt  built  on  Prafr  and  Praife, 
To  one  fole  GOD: 


*  Ofreveal'd  T(eli^iont  $  Soerates, 
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Nor  did  Remorfe,  to  expiate  Sin,  prefcribe  j 

But  flew  their  Fellow-Creatures  for  a  Bribe  : 

The  guiltlefs  Viftim  groan' d  for  their  Offence, 

And  Cruelty  and  Blood  was  Penitence. 

If  Sheep  and  Oxen  cou'd  atone  for  Men, 

Ah  !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  Rich  might  Sin  ! 

And  great  OppreiTors  might  Heaven's  Wrath  beguile, 

By  offering  his  own  Creatures  for  a  Spoil ! 

Dar'ft  thou,  poor  Worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  muft  the  Terms  of  Peace  be  giveaby  Thee? 
Then  Thyu  art  Juftice  in  the  7^/2  Appeal ; 
Thy  eafy  G0/inftruc~ts  thee  to  rebel  : 
And,  like  a  King  remote,  and  weak,  muft  take 
What  Satisfaction  Thou  art  pleas'd  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  PowV  too  Juft,  and  ftrong, 
To  wink  at  Crimes,  and  bear  unpunim'd  Wrong  ; 
Look  humbly  upward,  fee  his  Will  difclofe 
The  Forfeit  firft,  and  then  the  Fine  impofe  : 
A  Multt  thy  Poverty  couM  never  pay, 
Had  not  Eternal  Wifdom  found  the  way  ; 
And  with  Cceleftial  Wealth  fupply'd  thy  Store  ; 
His  Jufiice  makes  the  Fine,  his  Mercy  quits  the  Snrr* 
See  GOD  deicerding  in  thy  Human  Frame  ; 
Th'  Offended  fuff'ring  in-th'  Offender's  Name : 
All  thy  Mifdeeds  to  him  imputed  fee, 
And  all  his  Righteoufnefs  devolved  on  thee. 

For  granting  we  have  Sinn'd,  and  that  th1  Offence 
Of  Man  is  made  againft  Omnipotence  ; 
Some  Price,  that  bears  Proportion,  muft  be  paid, 
And  Infinite  with  Infinite  be  weigh'd. 
See  then  the  Deift  loft :  Remorfe  for  Vice 
Not  paid,  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price  : 
What  farther  means  can  Reafon  now  direct, 
Or  what  Relief  from  human  Wit  expeft  1 

Thai 
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That  mews  nsjtck  j  and  fadly  are  we  fure 

£//'// to  be  Sick,  'till  Hearfn  reveal  the  Cure  : 

If  then  Heaven's  Will  mud  needs  be  underftood, 

(Which  muft,  if  we  want  Cure,  and  Heaven  be  Good) 

Let  all  Records  of  Will  re<vea?d  be  ftiown  ; 

With  Scripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown, 

And  our  onefacred  Book  will  be  That  one. 

Proof  needs  not  here  ;  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious,  idle,  Superftitious  Ware 
Of  Rites,  Lujlrations,  Offerings,  which  before, 
In  various  Ages,  various  Countries  bore, 
With  Chrijlian  Faith  and  Virtues,  we  fhall  find 
None  anfwering  the  great  Ends  of  Human  Kind, 
But  This  one  Rule  of  Life  :  That  mews  us  beft 
How  God  may  be  appeased,  and  Mortals  hlejl. 
Whether  from  length  of  Time  its  Worth  we  draw, 
The  #W</isfcarce  more  Ancient\hz.n  the  Law  : 
HeavVs  early  Care  prefcrib'd  for  every  Age; 
Firft,  in  the  Soul,  and,  after,  in  the  Page. 
Or,  whether  more  abftra&edly  we  look, 
Or  on  the  Writers,  or  the  written  Book, 
Whence,  but  from  Heanfn,  cou'd  Men  unskilled  in 
In  feveral  Ages  born,  in  feveral  Parts, 
Weave  fuch  agreeing  Truths  ?  or  how,  or  why 
Shou'd  all  confpire  to  cheat  us  with  a  Lye  ?  • 
Unasked  their  Pains,  ungrateful  their  Ad<vice, 
Starving  their  Gain,  and  Martyrdom  their  Price* 

If  on  the  Book  it  felfwecaft  our  View, 
Concurrent  Heathens  prove  the  Story  true : 
The  Dotirine,  Miracles  ;  which  muft  convince ; 
For  Heaven  mTbem  appeals  to  human  Senfe  : 
And  chough  they  prove  not,  they  confirm  the  Caufe, 
When  what  is  Taught  agrees  with  J^xturis  Laws, 

Then 
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Then  for  the  Style  ;  Majejiic  and  Divine, 
Itfpeaks  no  lefs  than  God  in  every  Line  : 
Commanding  Words  ;  whofe  Force  is  itill  the  fame 
As  the  firft  fiat  that  produced  our  Frame. 
All  Faiths  bejide,  or  did  by  Arms  afcend, 
Or  Senfe  indulg'd  has  made  Mankind  their  Friend'  i 
This  only  Doftrine  does  onr  Lufts.  oppofe  ; 
Unfed  by  Nature's  Soil,  in  which  it  grows  * 
Crofs  to  our  Interefls,  curbing  Senfe,  and  Sin  ; 
Opprefs'd  without,  and  undermin'd  within, 
It  thrives  through  Pain ;  its  own  Tormentors  tires  j 
And  with  a  ftubborn  Patience  ftill  afpires. 
To  what  can  Reafen  fuch  Effects  ailign 
Tranfcending  Nature,  but  to  Laws  Divine  ?   ' 
Which  in  that  Sacred  Volume  are  contain'd ; 
Sufficient,  clear,  and  for  that  ufe  ordain'd. 

But  flay  :  *  the  Deijl  here  will  urge  anew, 
No  Supernatural  Worjhi$  can  be  'True: 
Becaufe  &  general  Law  is  that  alone, 
Which  muft  to  all,  and  every  where  be  known  : 
A  Style  fo  large  as  not  this  Book  can  claiiTv, 
Nor  ought  that  bears  reveaFd  Religion's  Name  : 
'Tis  faid,  the  found  of  a  Mefflab^  Birth 
Is  gone  through  all  the  habitable  Earth  ; 
But  ftill  that  Text  muft  be  confined  alone 
To  what  was  (fhen  inhabited,  and  known  : 
And  what  Provilion  couM  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  Souls,  and  Worlds  difcover'd  New? 
In  other  parts  it  helps,  that  Ages  paft, 
The  Scriptures  there  were  known^  and  were  embraced 
Till  Sin  fpread  once  again  the  Shades  of  Night : 
What's  that  to  thefe  who  nevery^ou  the  Light  ? 

*  Objeffion  of  ths  Dei  ft. 
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*  Of  all  Objeftions  this  indeed  is  Chief, 
To  itartle  Reafon,  ftagger  frail  Belief : 
We  grant,  'tis  true,  that  Heaven  from  human  Senfc 
Has  hid  the  fecret  Paths  of  Providence  : 
But  boundlefs  Wifdom,  boundlefs  Mercy,  may 
Find,  eVn  for  thofe  bewildred  Souls,  a  way  : 
If  from  his  Nature  Foes  may  Pity  claim, 
Much  more  may  Strangers  who  ne'er  heard  his  Nami. 
And  though  no  Name  be  for  Salvation  known, 
But  that  of  his  Eternal  Son  alone  ; 
Who  knows  how  far  tranfcending  Goodnefs  can 
Extend  the  Merits  of  that  Son  to  Man  ? 
Who  knows  what  Reafons  may  his  Mercy  lead  J 
Or  Ignorance  invincible  may  plead  ? 
Not  only  Charity  bids  hope  the  befl9 
But  more  the  great  Apoftle  has  expreft  ; 
That,  if  the  Gentiles  (whom  no  Law  infpir'd) 
By  Nature  did  what  was  by  Law  required ; 
They,  who  the  written  Rule  had  never  known  t 
Were  to  them/elves  both  Rule  and  Law  alone  : 
To  Nature'  j  plain  Indiclment  they  Jkal I  plead, 
And,  by  their  Conference,  be  condemned  or  freed. 
Moft  righteous  Doom  !  becaufe  a  Rule  reveal' d 
Is  none  to  Thofe,  from  whom  it  was  cone  card. 
Then  thofe,  who  follow'd  Reafons  Dictates  right, 
Liv'd  up,  and  lifted  high  their  Natural  Light  ; 
With  Socrates  may  fee  their  Maker's  Face, 
While  thoufand  Rubrick  Martyrs  want  a  place. 

Nor  doth  it  balk  my  Charity,  to  find 
Th'  Egyptian  Bifhop  of  another  Mind  : 
For,  though  his  Creed  Eternal  Truth  contains, 
*Tis  hard  for  Man  to  doom  to  endlefs  Pains 

*  The  Objection  anfwcr'd* 

All 
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All  who  believ'd  not  all  his  Zeal  requir'd  ; 
Unlefs  he  firft  cou'd  prove  he  was  infpir'd. 
Then  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  fay, 
Tins  Faith,  where  publffid,  was  the  only  way  ; 
Or  elfe  conclude  that,  Anus  to  confute, 
The  good  old  Alan,  too  eager  indifpute, 
Flew  high,   and,  as  his  Cbrijlian  Fury  rofe, 
D.imnM  all  for  Hereticks  who  durft  oppoje. 

*  Thus  far  my  Charity  this  path  hath  try'd  ; 
(A  much  unskilful,  but  well-meaning  Guide)  [bred 

Yet  what  they  are,    e'en  thefe  crude  Thoughts  were 
By  reading  that,  which  better  thou  hail  read, 
Thy  Matchlefs  Author's  Work  :  which  thou,  my  Friend, 
By  well  tranflacing  better  doft  commend  :  ' 

Thole  youthful  Hoars,  which,  of  thy  Equals  moil 
In  Toys  }\w&fquander'd,  or  in  Vice  have  loft, 
Thofe  Hours  haft  thou  to  nobler  ufe  employed  j 
And  the  fevere  Delights  of  Truth  enjoy 'd. 
Witnefs  this  weighty  Book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  Toil  of  many  thoughtful  Years, 
Spent  by  thy  Author,  in  the  Sifting  Care 
Of  Rabbins  old  Sophifticated  Ware 
From  Gold  Divine  ;  which  he  who  well  can  fort, 
May  afterwards  make  Algebra  a  fport. 
A  Treafure,  which  if  Country  Curates  buy, 
They  Junlus  and  Tremellius  may  defy  j 
Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  Tranflations  j 
And  without  Hebrew  make  moft  learn'd  quotations. 
A  Work  fo  full  with  various  Learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  ponderM,  yet  fo  ftrongly  wrought, 
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As 
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As  Nature's  height  and  Art's  laft  hand  requir'd  j 
As  much  as  Man  cou'd  compafs,  uninfpir'd  : 
Where  we  may  fee  what  Errors  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  Copiers  and  TranJIators  Trade  : 
How  Jeivifo,  Popijh,  Interests  have  prevailed, 
And  where  Infallibility  hzsfaiTd. 

For  fome,  who  have  his  fecret  meaning  guefs'd, 
Have  found  our  Author  not  tM  much  a  Prieft : 
For  Fajhion-fake  he  feems  to  have  recourfe 
To  Popet  and  Councils,  and  Tradition  s  force  : 
But  he  that  old  Traditions  cou'd  fubdue, 
Could  not  but  find  the  Weaknefs  of  the  New. 
If  Scripture,  though  deriv'd  from  hea-vnly  Birth, 
Has  been  but  carelefly  prefer v'd  on  Earth  ; 
If  God's  own  People,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promised  more* 
In  fuller  Terms,  of  HeavVs  afiiiling  Care, 
And  who  did  neither  Time,  nor  Study  fparc 
To  keep  this  Book  untainted,  unpcrplexty 
Let  in  grofs  Errors  to  corrupt  the  Text i 
Omitted  Paragraphs,  embroil'd  the  Senfe  ; 
With  vain  Traditions  ftopt  the  gaping  Fence, 
Which  every  common  Hand  pull'd  up  with  Eafe  : 
What  Safety  from  luch  brujbwood  helps  as  thefe  ? 
If  written  Words  from  Time  are  not  fecur'd, 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  Sounds  endor'd  ? 
Which  thus  tranfmitted,  if  one  Mouth  has  faiTd, 
Immortal  Lyes  on  Ages  are  intail'd  : 
And  that  fome  fuch  have  been,   is  prov'd  too  plain  | 
Ifweconfider  Intereft,  Church,  and  Gain. 

*  Oh  but,  fays  one,  Tradition  fet  afide, 
Where  can  we  hope  for  an  unnerring  Guide  ? 


*  Of  the  Infallibility  ofTradititn  in  Central' 

For 
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For  fince  th'  original  Scripture  has  been  loft, 

dtt  Copies  A/agreeing,  mainid  the  moft, 

Or  Chriftian  Faith  can  have  no  certain  ground, 

Or  Truth  in  Church  Tradition  muft  be  found. 
Such  an  Qmnifdent  Church  we  wifti  indeed ; 

'Twere  worth  Both  Teftaments,  and  caft  in  the  Creed : 

But  if  this  Mother  be  a  Guide  fo  fure, 

As  can  all  doubts  refolve,  all  truth  fecure, 

Then  her  Infallibility  as  well, 

Where  Copies  are  corrupt,  or  lame,  can  tell  5 

JReftore/?/?  Canon  with  as  little  pains, 

As  truly  explicate  what  ft  ill  remains  : 

Which  yet  no  Council  dare  pretend  to  do  ; 

Unlefs,  like  Efdras,  they  could  write  it  new  : 
Strange  Confidence,  ftill  to  interpret  true, 

Yet  not  be  fure  that  all  they  have  explain'd, 

Is  in  the  bleft  Original  contain'd. 

More  fafe,  and  much  more  modeft  'tis  to  fay, 

God  <woud  not  leave  Mankind  'without  a  'way  '» 

And  that  the  Scriptures,  though  not  every  where 

Free  from  Corruption,  or  entire,  or  clear, 

Are  uncorrupt,  fufficient,  clear,  entire, 

In  all  things  which  our  needful  Faith  require. 

If  others  in  the  fame  G/afs  better  fee, 

'Tis  for  Them/elves  they  look,  but  not  for  me  : 

For  MT  Salvation  muft  its  Dpom  receive 

Not  from  what  OTHERS,  but  what  I  believe. 

*  Muft  all  Tradition  then  be  fet  afide  I 
This  to  affirm  were  Ignorance,  or  Pride. 
Are  there  not  many  Points,  fome  needful,  fure, 
To  faving  Faith,  that  Scripture  leaves  obfcure  ? 


*  Objsftion  in  behalf  of  Tradition,  wgd  by  Father  Simon. 

Which 
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WThich  every  Seft  will  wreft  a  feveral  way  ; 
For  what  one  Sedt  interprets,  all  Seds  may  : 
We  hold,  and  fay  we  prove  from  Scripture  plain, 
That  Chrtjl  is  G  O  D  ;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the/awe  Scripture  urges  he's  but  MAN. 
Now  what  Appeal  can  end  th' important  Suit  ? 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  Rule  is  mute. 

Shall  I  fpeak  plain,  and  in  a  Nation  free 
A  flu  me  an  honed  Layman  s  Liberty  ? 
I  think  (according  to  my  little  Skill) 
To  my  own  Mother-Church  fubmitting  Hill, 
That  many  have  been  fav'd,  and  many  may, 
Who  never  heard  this  Queilion  brought  in  play. 
Th'  unletterd  Chriilian,  who  believes  ingrofs, 
Plods  on  to  Heavn,  and  ne'er  is  at  a  lofs  : 
For  the  Strait-gate  wou*d  be  madejtraiter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  Men  of  Wit. 
The  few,  by  Nature  form'd,  with  Learning  fraught, 
Born  to  inflruft,  as  others  to  be  taught, 
Muft  ftudy  well  the  Sacred  Page,  and  fee 
Which  Doctrine,  this,  or  that,  does  belt  agree 
With  the  whole  Tenour  of  the  Work  Divine, 
And  plainlieft  points  to  Heaven's  reveal'd  Defign  ; 
Which  Expofition  flows  from  genuine  Senfe, 
And  which  isforc'd  by  Wit  and  Eloquence. 
Not  that  Tradition's  Parts  are  ufelefs  here, 
When  general,  old,  difimerefs'd  and  clear  : 
That  ancient  Fathers  thus  .expound  the  Page, 
Gives  Truth  the  reverend  Majedy  of  Age  ; 
Confirms  its  Force,  by  biding  every  Teji  ; 
for  beft  Authorities  next  Rules  are  lift  : 
And  dill  the  nearer  to  the  Spring  we  go, 
More  limpid,  more  unfoil'd  the  Waters  flow, . 

Thas 
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Thus/r/  Traditions  were  a  Proof  alone ; 
Cou'd  we  be  certain  fuch  they  were,  fa  known  ; 
But  fince  fome  Flaws  in  long  defcent  may  be, 
They  make  not  Truth,  but  Probability. 
E'en  Anus  and  Pelagius  duril  provoke 
To  what  the  Centuries  preceeding  fpoke  : 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oft -told  Tale ; 
But  Truth  by  its  own  Sinews  will  prevail. 
Tradition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what/rom  Voice  defcends  ; 
And  this,  as  perfeft  as  its  kind  can  be, 
Rowls  down  to  us  the  Sacred  Hiflory  ; 
Which,  from  the  Univerfal  Church  received, 
Is  tryd,  and,  after,  for  itsy^believ'd. 

*  The  partial  Papifts  wou'd  infer  from  hence, 
Their  Church,  in  laft  refort,  fhou'd  judge  the  Senfe. 
But  firft  they  wou'd  aflame,  with  wond'rous  Art, 
Ihemfelves  to  be  the  whole,  who  are  but  part 
Of  that  vaft  Frame,  the  Church  :  f  yet  grant  they  were 
The  Handers  down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  t*  interpret  ?  Or  would  they  alone, 
Who  brought  the  Prefent,  claim  it  for  their  own  ? 
The  Book's  a  Common  Largefs  to  Mankind  ; 
Not  more  for  them,  than  every  Man  defign'd  : 
The  Welcome  News  is  in  the  Letter  found  ; 
The  Carrier^  not  commifiion'd  to  expound* 
\\.fpeaks  it  Self,  and  what  it  does  contain, 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known,  is  plain. 

In  times  overgrown  with  Ruft  and  Ignorance, 
A  gainful  Trade  their  Clergy  did  advance  ; 
When  want  of  Learning  kept  the  Laymen  low, 
And  none  but  Priefs  were  Authored  to  know  ; 

*  Tht  Second  Objt8i«n.         t  ^Anfwer  to  the  Objection 

When 
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When  what  (mail  Knowledge  was,  in  them  did  dwell  j 

And  he  a  God,  who  cou'd  but  Re  ad  or  Spell : 

Then  Mother  Church  did  mightily  prevail  ; 

She  parcel'd  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 

But  ftill  expounded  what  She  fold  or  gave  ; 

To  keep  it  in  her  Powr  to  Damn  and  Save  : 

Scripture  \vasfcarce,  and,  as  the  Market  went, 

Poor  Laymen  took  Salvation  on  Content  ; 

As  needy  Men  take  Money,  good  or  bad  : 

God's  Word  they  had  not,  but  the  Prie/Fs  they  had. 

Yet,  whate'erjfo^1  Conveyances  they  made, 

The  Lawyer  flill  was  certain  to  be  paid. 

In  thofe  dark  times  they  learn'd  their  Knack  fo  well,    . 

That  by  long  ufe  they  grew  Infallible. 

At  laft,  a  knowing  Age  began  t'  enquire, 

If  they  the  Book,  or  That  did  them  infpire  ; 

And,  making  narrower  Search,  they  found,  tho'late, 

That  what  they  thought  the  Prieffs  was  Their  Eftate  ; 

Taught  by  the  Will  produced  (the  written  Word) 

How  long  they  had  been  cheated  on  Record. 

Then  every  Man,  who  faw  the  Title  fair, 

Claim'd  a  Child's  Part,  and  put  in  for  a  Share  i 

Confulted  foberly  his  private  Good, 

And  fav'd  himfelf  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  cou'd. 

'Tis  true,  my  Friend  (and  far  be  Flattery  hence) 
This  Good  had  full  as  bad  a  Confequence  : 
The  Book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  Hand, 
Which  each  prefum'd  he  beft  cou'd  underftand, 
The  Common  Rule  was  made  the  common  Prey  » 
Ard  at  the  Mercy  of  the  Rabble  lay. 
The  tender  Page  with  horney  Fifts  was  gaul'd  ; 
And  he  was  gifted  moft  that  loudeft  bauPd  : 

Tfo 
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The  Spirit  gave  the  Doftoral  Degree ;  1 

.And  every  Member  of  a  Company  £• 

Was  of  his  Trade,  and  of  the  Bible,  free.  3 

Plain  Truths  enough  for  needful  ufe  they  found  » 

But  Men  wou'd  ftill  be  itching  to  expound: 

Each  was  ambitious  of  th'  obfcureft  place, 

No  meafure  ta'en  from  Knowledge,  all  from  GRAC E. 

Study  and  Pains  were  now  no  more  their  Care  ; 

Texts  were  explained  by  Fafting,  and  by  Prayer  : 

This  was  the  Fruit  the  private  Spirit  brought ; 

Occafion'd  by  great  Zeal,  and  little  Thought. 

While  Crowds  unleariTd,  with  rude  Devotion  warns, 

About  the  Sacred  Viands  buz  and  fwarm, 

The  Fly-blown  Text  creates  a  crawling  Brood » 

And  turns  to  Maggots  what  was  meant  for  Foed. 

A  thoufand  daily  Sefts  rife  up,  and  die  ; 

A  thoufand  more  the  perift?  d  Race  fupply  : 

So  all  we  make  of  Heaven's  difcover'd  Will 

Is,  not  to  have  it,  or  to  ufe  it  ill. 

The  Danger's  much  the  fame,  on  feveral  Shelves 

If  others  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  our  fefoes. 

What  then  remains,  but,  waving  each  Extreme, 
The  Tides  of  Ignorance,  and  Pride  to  Hem  ? 
Neither  fo  rich  a  Treafure  to  forego, 
Nor  proudly  feek  beyond  our  Pow'r  to  know  ? 
Faith  is  not  built  on  Difquifitions  vain  ;  ; 

The  things,  we  muft  believe,  are/>w,  and  plain  : 
But  fmce,Men  will  believe  more  than  they  need  i 
And  every  Man  will  make  himfelf  a  Creed  ; 
In  doubtful  Queftions  'tis  the  fafeil  way 
To  learn  what  unfufpefted  Ancients  fay  : 
For  its  not  likely  we  fhou'd  higher  Soar 
In  fearch  of  Heav'n,  than  all  the  Church  before : 

Nor 
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Nor  can  we  be  deceiv'd,  unlefs  we  fee 
The  Scripture  and  the  Fathers  difagree. 
If,  after  all,  they  Hand  fufpeded  ftill, 
( For  no  Man's  Faith  depends  upon  his  Will) 
'Tis  foine  Relief,  that  Points  not  clearly  known, 
Without  much  Hazard  may  be  let  alone  : 
And,  after  hearing  what  our  Church  can  fay, 
If  ilillour  Reafon  runs  another  way, 
That  private  Reafon  'tis  more  juft  to  curb, 
Than  by  Difputes  the  publick  Peace  difturb. 
For  Points  obfcure  are  of  fmall  ufe  to  learn  : 
But  Common  Quiet  is  Mankind's  Concern. 

Thus  have  I  made  my  own  Opinions  clear  ; 
Yet  neither  Praife  expeft,  nor  Cenfure  fear  ; 
And  this  unpolifrTd,  rugged  Verfe  I  chofe, 
As  fitteil  for  Difcourfe,  and  neareft  Profe  : 
For,  while  from  Sacred  Truth  I  do  not  fvvervf , 
Tom  SteritbolfSy  or  Tom  Sbadiueir*  Rhimes  will 
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H  E  Nation  is  in  too  high  a  Ferment, 
for  me  to  expert  either  fair  War,  ot 
even  fo  much  as  fair  Quarter,  from  a 
Reader  of  the  oppofite  Party.  All 
Men  are  engag'd  either  on  this  fide 
or  that  :  and  tho'  Conference  is  th? 
common  Word>  which  is  given  by  both  ;  yet  if  a 
Writer  fall  among  Enemies,  and  cannot  give  ths 
Marks  of  Their  Confcience,  he  is  knock'd  down 
before  the  .Reafons  of  his  own  are  heard.  A  Pre 
face,  therefore,  which  is  but  a  befpeaking  of  Fa 
vour,  is  altogether  ufelefs.  What  I  defire  the  Rea 
der  fhould  know  concerning  me,  he  will  find  in  the 
Body  cf  the  Poem,  if  he  have  but  the  patience  to 
perufe  it.  Only  this  Advertifement  let  him  take  be 
forehand,  which  relates  to  the  Merits  of  the  Caufe. 
No  general  Chara-ftera  of  Parties  (call  'em  either 
Sec~is  or  Churches)  can  be  fo  fully  and  exactly  drawn, 
as  to  comprehend  all  the  feveral  Members  of  'em  ; 
at  leaft  all  fuch  as  are  receiv'd  under  that  Denomi 
nation.  For  example  ^  there  are  fome  of  the  Church 
M  5  by 
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by  Law  Eftablifh'd,  who  envy  not  Liberty  of  Con- 
icience  to  Diflenters  ;  as  being  well  fatisfied  that, 
according  to  their  own  Principles,  they  ought  not  to 
perfecute  them.  Yet  thefe,  by  reafon  of  their  few- 
nefs,  I  could  not  diftinguifh  from  the  Numbers  of 
the  reft,  with  whom  they  are  Embodied  in  one  com 
mon  Name.  On  the  other  fide,  there  are  many  of 
ourSe&s,  and  more  indeed  than  I  could  reafonably 
.have  hop'd,  who  have  withdrawn  themfelves  from 
the  communion  of  the  Panther,  and  embrac'd  this 
Gracious  Indulgence  of  his  Majefty  in  point  of  Tole 
ration.  But  neither  to  the  one  nor  the  other  of  thefe 
is  this  Satire  any  way  intended  :  'tis  aiin'd  only  at 
the  refra&ory  and  difobedient  on  either  fide.  For 
thofe,  who  are  come  over  to  the  Royal  Party,  are  con- 
fequently  fuppos'd  to  be  out  of  Gunfhot.  Our  Phy- 
fscians  have  obferv'd,  that,  in  procefsof  Time,  fome 
Difeafes  have  abated  of  their  Virulence,  and  have  in 
a  manner  worn  out  their  Malignity,  fo  as  to  be  no 
longer  Mortal:  And  why  may  not!  fuppofe  the  fame 
concerning  fome  of  thofe,  who  have  formerly  been 
Enemies  to  Kingly  Government,  as  well  as  Catholick 
Religion  ?  I  hope  they  have  now.  another  Notion  of 
both,  as  having  found,  by  comfortable  Experience, 
that  the  Do&rine  of  Perfecution  is  far  from  being 
an  Article  of  our  Faith. 

'Tis  not  for  any  private  Man  to  cenfure  the  Pro 
ceedings  of  a  Foreign  Prince :  But,  without  fufpici- 
onof  Flattery,  I  may  praifeour  own,  who  has  taken 
contrafy  Meafures,  and  thofe  more  fuitable  to  the 
Spirit  of  Chriftianity.  Some  of  the  DifTenters,  in 
their  Addrefles  to  his  Majefty,  have  faid,  That  he 
has  reft  or"  d  God  to  his  Empire  over  Confclence.  I 
confefs,  I  dare  not  ftreteh  the  Figure  to  fo  great  a 
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boldnefs :  But  I  may  fafely  fay,  that  Confciencc  is  the 
Royalty  and  Prerogative  of  every  private  Man.  He 
is  abfolute  in  his  own  Breaft,  and  accountable  to  no 
Earthly  Power,  for  that  which  pafles  only  betwixt 
God  and  him.  Thofe,  who  are  driven  into  the  Fold, 
are,  generally  fpeaking,  rather  made  Hypocrites,  than 
Converts. 

This  Indulgence  being  granted  to  all  the  Se£ls,  it 
ought  in  reafon  to  be  expe&ed,  that  they  fhould both 
receive  it,  and  receive  it  thankfully.  For,  at  this 
time  of  day,  to  refufe  the  Benefit,  and  adhere  to  thofa* 
whom  they  have  efteem'd  their  Perfecutors,  what  is 
it  elfe,  but  publickly  to  own,  that  they  fuffer'd  not 
before  for  Confcience  fake,  but  only  out  of  Pride  and 
Obftinacy,  tofeparate  from  a  Church  for  thofe  Impo- 
fitiqns,  which  they  now  judge  may  be  lawfully  obey 
ed  ?  After  they  have  fo  long  contended  for  their  Cla£- 
fical  Ordination  (not  to  fpeak  of  Rites  and  Ceremo 
nies)  will  they  at  length  fubmit  to  an  Epifcopal  ?  If 
they  can  go  fo  far  out  of  Complaifance  to  their  old 
Enemies,  methinks,  a  little  Reafon  fhould  perfuade 
'em  to  take  another  ftep,  and  fee  whither  that  wou'd 
lead  Jem. 

Of  the  receiving  thisToleration  thankfully  I  fhall  fay 
no  more,  than  that  they  ought,  andl.doubt  not  they 
will  confider  from  what  hand  they  receiv'd  it.  'Tis 
not  from  a  Cyrus,  a  Heathen  Prince,  and  a  Foreigner, 
but  from  a  Chriftian  King,  their  Native  Sovereign  ; 
who  expects  a  Return  in  Specie  from  them,  that 
the  Kindnefs,  which  he  has  gracioufly  fhewn  them-, 
may  be  retaliated  on  thofe  of  his  own  Perfuafton. 

As  for  the  Poem  in  general,  I  will  only  thus  far 

fatisfy  the  Reader  :  That  it  was  neither  impos'd  on 

me,  nor  fo  much  as  the  SubjecT:  given  me  by  any  Man. 

It  was  written  during  the  laft  Winter,  and  the  be- 
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ginning  of  this  Spring  ;  though  with  long  interrup 
tions  of  ill  Health,  and  other  Hindrances.  About  a 
Fortnight  before  I  had  finifh'd  it.  His  Majeft/s  De 
claration  for  Liberty  of  Confcience  came  abroad  : 
Which  if  I  had  fo  foon  expected,  I  might  have  fpar'd 
my  felf  the  labour  of  writing  many  things  which  are 
contained  in  the  third  Part  of  it.  But  I  was  always 
in  fome  hope,  that  the  Church  of  England  might 
have  been  perfuaded  to  have  taken  off  the  Penal 
Laws  and  the  Teft,  which  was  one  Defign  of  the 
PoeTn,  when  I  propos'd  to  my  felf  the  writing  of  it. 

'Tis  evident  that  fome  part  of  it  was  only  occafio- 
nal,  and  not  firft  intended  :  I  mean  that  defence  of 
my  felf,  to  which  every  honeil  Man  is  bound,  when 
he  is  injuriously  attack'd  in  Print :  And  I  refer  my 
ielf  to  the  Judgment  of  thofe,  who  have  read  the 
Anfwcr  to  the  Defence  of  the  late  King's  Papers, 
and  that  of  the  Dutchefs  (in  which  laft  I  was  con 
cerned)  how  charitably  I  have  been  reprefented  there. 
I  am  now  informed  both  of  the  Author  and  Supervi- 
fors  of  this  Pamphlet,  and  will  reply,  when  I  think 
he  can  affront  me :  For  I  am  of  Socrates' s  Opinion, 
that  all  Creatures  cannot.  In  the  mean  time,  let  him 
confider,  whether  he  deferv'd  not  a  more  fevere  re- 
prehenfion,  than  I  gave  him  formerly,  for  ufmg  fo  lit 
tle  refpect  to  the  Memory  of  thofe,  whom  he  pretended 
to  anfwer  ;  And  at  his  leifure,  look  out  for  fome  Ori 
ginal  Treatife  of  Humility,  written  by  any  Proteftant 
in  Englijh  ;  I  believe  I  may  fay  in  any  other  Tongue : 
for  the  magnified  Piece  of  Duncomb  on  that  Subject, 
which  either  hemuftmean,  or  none,  and  with  which 
another  of  his  Fellows  has  upbraided  me,  wasTranf- 
lated  from  the  Spanijh  cf  Rodriguez ;  tho'  with  the 
Omiflion  of  the  ijtbt  the  24$,  the  25/^5  and  the 
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laft  Chapter,  which  will  be  found  in  comparing  of 
the  Books. 

He  would  have  infinuated  to  the  World,  that  her 
late  Highnefs  died  not  a  Roman  Catholick.  He  de 
clares  himfelf  to  be  now  fatisfied  to  the  contrary  ;  in 
which  he  has  given  up  the  Gaufe :  For  matter  of  Fad 
was  the  Principal  Debate  betwixt  us.  In  the  mean 
time,  he  would  difpute  the  Motives  of  her  Change^; 
how  prepofteroufly,  let  all  Men  judge,whenhe  feem'd 
to  deny  the  Subject  of  the  Controverfy,  the  Change 
it  felf.  And  becaufe  I  would  not  take  up  this  ridicu- 
lous  Challenge,  he  tells  the  World  I  cannot  argue : 
But  he  may  as  well  infer,  that  a  Catholick  can 
not  fafr,  becaufe  he  will  not  take  up  the  Cudgels 
againft  Mrs.  James,  to  confute  the  Proteftant  Re 
ligion. 

I  have  but  one  word  more  to  fay  concerning  the 
Poem  as  fuch,  and  abftracling  from  the  Matters,  ei 
ther  Religious  or  Civil,  which  are  handled  in  it.  The 
firftpart,  confifling  moft  in  general  Characters  and 
Narration,  1  have  endeavour'd  to  raife,  and  give  it 
the  Majeftick  Turn  of  Heroick  Poefy.  Thefecontt 
being  Matter  of  Difpute,  and  chiefly  concerning 
Church  Authority,  I  was  oblig'd  to  make  as  plain 
and  perfpicuous  as  poffibly  I  cou'd  j  yet  not  wholly 
neglecting  the  Numbers,  though  I  had  not  frequent 
occafions  for  the  Magnificence  of  Verfe.  The  third, 
which  has  more  of  the  Nature  of  Domeftic  Conyer- 
fation,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  more  free  and  familiar 
than  the  two  former. 

There  are  in  it  two  Eplfodes^  or  Fables^  which 
are  interwoven  with  the  main  Defign  ;  fo  that  they 
are  properly  Parts  of  it,  though  they  are  alfo  di- 
ftin£t  Stories  of  themfelves.  In  both  of  thefe  I  have 
made  ufc  of  the  common  Places  of  Satire,  whether 
M5  true 
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true  or  falfe,  which  are  urg'd  by  the  Members  of  the 
one  Church  againft  the  other  :  At  which  I  hope  no 
Reader  of  either  Party  will  be  fcandaiiz'd,  becaufe 
they  are  not  of  my  Invention,  but  as  old,  to  my 
knowledge,  as  the  Times  of  Eoccace  and  Chaucer 
on  the  one  fide,  and  as  thofe  of  the  Reformation  oa 
the  other.  -*. . 


THE 


THE 


HIND  and  the  PANTHER, 


Milk-white  Hind,   immortal  and  un- 

chang'd, 
Fed  on  the  Lawns,  ajid  in  the  Foreft- 

rang'd  ; 

Without  unfpotted,  innocent  within, 
She  fear'd  no  Danger,  for  me  knew 

no  Sin. 

Yet  had  me  oft  been  chas'd  with  Horns  ^and  Hounds,., 
And  Scythian  (hafts ;  and  many  winged  Wounds 
AinVd  at  her  Heart}  was  often  forc'd  to  fly, 
And  doom'd  to  Death,  though  fated  not  to  die. 

Not  fo  her  young  ;  for  their  unequal  Line 
Was  Hero's  make,  half  Human,  half  Divine. 
Their  earthly  Mold  obnoxious  was  to  Fate, 
Th*  immortal  part  aflum'd  immortal  State. 
©f  thefe  a  flaughter'd  Army  lay  in  Blood, , 
Extended  o*er  the  Caledonian  Wood, 
Their  native  walk  ;  whofe  vocal  Blood  arofe, 
And  cry'd  for  Pardon  on  their  perjur'd  Foes. 

Theiyr 
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Their  Fate  was  fruitful,  and  the  fan guine  Seed, 

Endu'd  with  Souls,  increas'd  the  facred  Breed. 

So  Captive  Ifrael  multiply 'd  in  Chains, 

A  numerous  Exile,  and  enjoy'd  her  Pains. 

With  Grief  and  Gladnefs  mixt,  their  Mother  view'd 

Her  martyr'd  Offspring,  and  their  Race  renew'd  ; 

Their  Corps  to  perifh,  bat  their  Kind  to  laft, 

So  much  the  deathlefs  Plant  the  dying  Fruit  furpafs'd. 

Panting  and  Penfive  now  fhe  rang'd  alone, 
And  wander'd  in  the  Kingdoms,  once  her  own. 
The  common  Hunt, .tho'  from  their  Rage  reflrainM 
By  Sov' reign  Pow'r,  her  Company  difdain'd ; 
Grin'd  as  they  pafs'd,  and  with  a  glaring  Eye 
Gave  gloomy  Signs  of  fecret  Enmity. 
*Tis  $me,  fhe  bounded  by,  and  trip'd  fo  light, 
They  had  not  time  to  take  a  fleady  Sight. 
For  Truth  has  fuch  a  Face  and  fuch  a  Mien, 
As,  to  be  lov'd,  needs  only  to  be  feen. 

The  bloody  Bear,  an  Independent  Beaft, 
Unlick'd  to  form,  in  Groans  her  Hate  exprefs*d. 
Among  the  timorous  kind  the  Quaking  Hare 
Profefs'd  Neutrality,  but  would  not  fwear. 
Next  her  the  Buffoon  dpe,  as  Atheifts  ufe, 
MimickM  all  Sefts,  and  had  his  own  to  choofe : 
Still  when  the  Lion  look'd,  his  Knees  he  bent, 
And  pay'd  at  Church  a  Courtier's  Compliment. 
The  briiird  Baptijl  Boar,  impure  as  he, 
But  whiten1  d  with  the  foam  of  Sanftity, 
With  fat  Pollutions  fill'd  the  facred  Place,  1 

And  Mountains  levell'd  in  his  furious  Race  :  r 

So  nrft  Rebellion  founded  was  in  Grace.  J 

But,  lince  the  mighty  Ravage,  w*hich  he  made 
In  German  Forefts,  had  his  Guilt  betray'd, 

With 
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With  broken  Tufks,  and  with  a  borrow'd  Name, 
He  fhun'd  the  Vengeance,  and  conceal'd  the  Shame  i 
So  lurk'd  in  Sects  unfeen.     With  greater  guile 
Falfe  Reynard  fed  on  confecrated  Spoil : 
The  gracelefs  Beaft  by  Athanafius  firft 
Was  chas'd  from  Nice,  then  by  Socinus  nurs'd  : 
His  impious  Race  their  Blafphemy  renew'd, 
And  Nature's  King  thro*  Nature's  Opticks  view'd. 
Revers'd  they  view'd  him  leflen'd  to  their  Eye, 
Nor  in  an  Infant  could  a  God  defcry. 
New  fwarrning  Sects  to  this  obliquely  tend, 
Hence  they  began,  and  here  they  all  will  end. 

What  weight  of.  antient  Witnefs  can  prevail, 
If  private  Reafon  hold  the  publick  Scale  ? 
But,  gracious  God,  how  well  doft  thou  provide 
For  erring  Judgments  an  unerring  Guide  ?      . 
Thy  Throne  is  Darknefs  in  th'  abyfs  of  Light, 
A  blaze  of  Glory  that  forbids  the  light. 
O  teach  me  to  believe  thee  thus  conceal'd, 
And  fearch  no  farther  than  thy  felf  reveaPd  ; 
But  her  alone  for  my  Director  take, 
Whom  thou  haft  promis'd  never  to  forfake  ! 
My  thoughtlefs  Youth  was  wing'd  with  vain  Defires; 
My  Manhood,  long  mif-led  by  wandring  Fires,    [gone» 
Followed  falfe  Lights;  and,  when  their  Glimpfe  was 
My  Pride  ftruck  out  new  Sparkles  of  her  own. 
Such  was  F,  fuch  by  Nature  ftill  I  am ; 
Be  thine  the  Glory,  and  be  mine  the  Shame. 
Good  Life  be  now  my  Tafk :  My  Doubts  are  done : 
What  more  could  fright  my  Faith,  than  three  in  One  ? 
Can  I  believe  eternal  God  could  lie 
Difgais'd  in  mortal  Mold  and  Infancy  ? 
That  the  great  Maker  of  the  World  <xwM  die  ? 

And, 
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And,  after  that,  trull  my  imperfect  Senfe, 

Which  calls  in  queftion  his  Omnipotence  ? 

Can  I  my  Reafon  to  my  Faith  compel  ? 

And  fhall  my  Sight,  and  Touch,  and  Tafle  rebel  ? 

Superior  Faculties  are  fet  afide  ; 

Shall  their  fubfervient  Organs  be  my  Guide  ? 

Then  let  the  Moon  ufurp  the  rule  of  Day, 

And  winking  Tapers  fhew  the  Sun  his  way ; 

For  what  my  Senfes  can  themfelves  perceive, 

I  need  no  Revelation  to  believe. 

Can  they,  who  fay  the  Hoft  mould  be  defcry'd 

By  Senfe,  define  a  Body  glorify M  ? 

Impalfible,  and  penetrating  Parts  ? 

Let  them  declare,  by  what  myfterious  Arts 

He  mot  that  Body  through  th'  oppofing  might  X 

Of  Bolts  and  Bars  impervious  to  the  Light,  > 

And  flood  before  his  Train  confefs'd  in  open  fight.     J 

For,  fince  thus  wond'roufly  he  pafs'd,  'tis  plain, 

One  (ingle  Place  two  Bodies  did  contain. 

And  fure  the  fame  Omnipotence  as  well 

Can  make  one  Body  in  more  places  dwell . 

Let  Reafon  then  at  her  own  Quarry  fly, 

But  how  can  Finite  grafp  Infinity  ? 

Tis-urg'd  again,  that  Faith  did  firft  confluence 
By  Miracles,  which  are  Appeals  to  Senfe, 
And  thence  concluded,  that  our  Senfe  mufl  be 
The  Motive  ftill  of  Credibility. 
For  latter  Age&jnufi:  on  former  wait* 
And  what-  btgan  Belief  muft  propagate. 

But  winnow  well  this  Thought,  and  you  mail  find 
'Tis  light  a»  Chaff  that  flies  before  the  Wind. 
Were  all  thofe  Wonders  wrought  by  Pow'r  Divine, 
As  Means  or  Ends  of  feme  more  deep  Defign  ? 

Moft 
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Moft  fure  as  Means,  whofe  End  was  this  alone, 

To  prove  the  Godhead  of  th*  eternal  Son. 

God'  thus  aflerted,  Man  is  to  believe 

Beyond  what  Senfe  and  Reafon  can  conceive. 

And  for  myfterious  things  of  Faith  rely 

On  the  Proponent,  Heaven's  Authority. 

Jf  then  our  Faith  we  for  our  Guide  admit, 

Vain  is  the  farther  fearch  of  human  Wit. 

As  when  the  Building  gains  a  furcr  ftay, 

We  take  th'  unufeful  Scaffolding  away. 

Reafon  by  Senfe  no  more  can  underftand ; 

The  Game  is  played  into  another  Hand. 

Why  choofe  we  then  like  Inlanders  to  creep 

Along  the  Coaft,  and  Land  in  view  to  keep, 

When  fafely  we  may  launch  into  the  Deep  ? 

In  the  fame  Veflel,  which  our  Saviour  bore, 

Himfelf  the  Pilot,  let  us  leave  the  Shore, 

And  with  a  better  Guide  a  better  World  explore. 

Could  he  his  Godhead  veil  with  Flefh  and  Blood, 

And  not  veil  thefe  again  to  be  our  Food  ? 

His  Grace  in  both  is  equal  in  extent, 

The  firft  affords  us  Life,  the  fecond  Nouriihment. 

And  if  he  can,  why  aH  this  frantick  Pain 

To  conftrue  what  his  cleareft  Words  contain, 

And  make  a  Riddle  what  he  made  fo  plain? 

To  take  up  half  on  truft,  and  half  to  try, 

Name  it  not  Faith,  but  bungling  Bigotry. 

Both  Knave  and  Fool  the  Merchant  we  may  call, 

To  pay  great  Sums,  and  co  compound  the  fmall  : 

For  who  wou'd  break  with  Heav'n,  and  wou'd  not 

break  for  all  ? 

Reft  then,  my  Soul,  from  endlefs  Anguifti  freed  : 
Nor  Sciences  thy  Guide,  nor  Senfe  thy  Creed. 
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Faith  is  the  beft  Enfurer  of  thy  Blifs  ; 

The  Bank  above  mult  fail  before  the  Venture  mifs. 

But  Heav'n  and  Heav'n-born  Faith  are  far  from  thee, 

Thou  firft  Apoftate  to  Divinity. 

UnkennelPd  range  in  thy  Pohnian  Plains ; 

A  fiercer  Foe  th'  infatiate  Wolf  remains. 

Too  boaftful  Britain,  pleafe  thy  felf  no  more, 

That  Beafts  of  Prey  are  baniih'd  from  thy  Shore : 

The  Bear,  the  Boar,  and  every  favage  name, 

Wild  in  effect,  though  in  appearance  tame, 

Lay  vvafte  thy  Woods,  deftroy  thy  blifsful  Bow'r, 

And,  muzzled  though  they  feem,  the  Mutes  devour. 

More  haughty  than  the  reft,  the  Wolfijb  race 

Appear  with  Belly  gaunt,  and  famifli'd  Face: 

Never  was  fo  deform'd  a  Beaft  of  Grace. 

His  ragged  Tail  betwixt  his  Legs  he  wears, 

Clofe  clap'd  for  Shame ;  but  his  rough  Creft  he  rears, 

And  pricks  up  his  predeftinating  Ears. 

His  wild  diforder'd  Walk,  his  haggard  Eyes, 

Did  all  the  beftial  Citizens  furprize. 

Though  fear'd  and  hated,  yet  he  rul'd  a-while, 

As  Captain  or  Companion  of  the  Spoil. 

Full  many  a  Year  his  hateful  Head  had  been 

For  Tribute  paid,  nor  fmce  in  Cambria  feen : 

The  laft  of  all  the  Litter  fcap'd  by  chance, 

And  from  Geneva  firft  infefted  France. 

Some  Authors  thus  his  Pedigree  will  trace, 

But  others  write  him  of  an  upftart  Race; 

Kecaufe  of  Wicklifs  Brood  no  mark  he  brings, 

But  his  innate  Antipathy  to  Kings. 

Thefe  laft  deduce  him  from  th'  Helvetian  kind, 

Who  near  the  Leman-lake  his  Confort  lin'd  ; 

That  fi'ry  Zuinglius  firft  th'  Affedion  bred, 

.And  meagre  Calvin  bleft  the  Nuptial  Bed, 
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(a)  In  Ifrael  fome  believe  him  whelp' d  long  fmce, 

When  the  proud  Sanhedrim  oppreft'd  the  Prince, 

Or,  fince  he  will  be  Jew,  derive  him  high'r, 

When  Corah  with  his  Brethren  did  eonfpire 

From  Mofes*  Hand  the  Sovereign  Sway  to  wreft, 

And  Aaron  of  his  Ephod  to  diveft  : 

'  fill  opening  Earth  made  way  for  all  to  pafs, 

And  cou'd  not  bear  the  Burden  of  a  Clafs. 

The  Fox  and  he  came  muffled  in  the  Dark, 

If  ever  they  were  ftovv'd  in  Noah's  Ark  : 

Perhaps  not  made  ;  for  all  their  barking  Train 

The  Dog  (a  common  Species)  will  contain. 

And  fome  wild  Curs,  who  from  their  Matters  ran, 

Abhorring  the  Supremacy  of  Man, 

In  Woods  and  Caves  the  Rebel- race  began. 

O  happy  Pair,  how  well  have  you  increased  ! 
What  Ills  in  Church  and  State  have  you  redrefs'd  ? 
With  Teeth  untry'd,  and  Rudiments  of  Claws, 
Yourfirft  Eflay  was  on  your  native  Laws : 
Thofe  having  torn  with  Eafe,  and  trampled  down, 
Your  Fangs  you  faften'd  on  the  mitred  Crown, 
And  freed  from  God  and  Monarchy  your  Town. 
What  though  your  native  Kennel  ftill  be  fmall, 
Bounded  betwixt  a  Puddle  and  a  Wall ; 
Yet  your  victorious  Colonies  are  fent 
Where  the  North  Ocean  girds  the  Continent. 
Quickned  with  fire  below,  your  Monfters  breed 
In  fenny  Holland ',  and  in  fruitful  Tweed  : 
And  like  the  firft  the  laft  afFeds  to  be 
Drawn  to  the  dregs  of  a  Dtmocracy. 
As,  where  in  Fields  the  fairy  rounds  are  feen, 
A  rank  four  Herbage  rifes  on  the  Green  ; 
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So,  fpringing  where  thofe  Midnight  Elves  advance, 

Rebellion  Prints  the  Footfteps  of  the  Dance. 

Such  are  their  Doctrines,  fuch  contempt  they  {how 

To  Heaven  above,  and  to  their  Prince  below, 

As  none  but  Traitors  and  Blafphemers  know. 

God,  like  the  Tyrant  of  the  Skies,  is  plac'd, 

And  Kings,  like  Slaves,  beneath  the  Crowd  debas'd. 

So  ful Com  is  their  Food,  that  Flocks  refufe 

To  bite,  and  only  Dogs  for  Phyfic  ufe. 

As,  where  the  Lightning  runs  along  the  Ground, 

No  Hufbandry  can  heal  the  blafting  Wound ; 

Nor  bladed  Grafs,  nor  bearded  Corn  fucceeds, 

But  Scales  of  Scurf  and  Putrefaction  breeds : 

Such  Wars,  fuch  Wade,  fuch  fiery  Tracks  of  Dearth 

Their  Zeal  has  left,  and  fuch  a  teemlefs  Earth. 

But,  as  the  Poifons  of  the  deadlieft  kind 

Are  to  their  own  unhappy  Coafts  confin'd ; 

As  only  Indian  Shades  of  Sight  deprive, 

And  Magick  Plants  will  but  in  Colchos  thrive  ; 

So  Prefbyt'ry  and  Peftilential  Zeal 

Can  only  flourifh  in  a  Commonweal. 

From  Celtick  Woods  is  chas'd  the  wolfijb  Crew ; 

But  ah  !  fome  Pity  e'en  to  Brut«  is  due  : 

Their  native  Walks,  mcthinks,  they  might  enjoy, 

Curb'd  of  their  native  Malice  to  deftroy. 

Of  all  the  Tyrannies  on  Human-kind, 

Thew&rft  is  that  which  Perfecutes  the  Mind, 

Let  us  but  weigh  at  what  OJFence  we  ftrike» 

Tis  but  becaufe  we  cannot  think  alike. 

Jn  punifhing  of  this,  we  overthrow 

The  Laws  of  Nations  and  of  Nature  tooi 

Beads  are  the  Subjects  of  tyrannick  Sway, 

Where.  Hill  the  ftronger  on  the  weaker  prey. 
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Man  only  of  a  fofter  Mold  is  made, 
Not  for  his  Fellow's  Ruin,  but  their  Aid  : 
Created  kind,  beneficent  and  free, 
The  noble  Image  of  the  Deity. 

One  Portion  of  informing  Fire  was  giv'n 
To  Brutes,  th'  inferior  Family  ofHeav'n: 
The  Smith  divine,  as  with  a  carelefs  Beat, 
Struck  out  the  mute  Creation  at  a  Heat : 
But,  when  arriv'd  at  laft  to  human  Race, 
The  Godhead  took  a  deep  confid'ring  fpacc  ;\ 
And,  to  diftinguifh  Man  from  all  the  reft, 
Unlock'd  the  facred  Treafures  of  his  Breaft  j 
And  Mercy  mixt  with  Reafon  did  impart, 
One  to  his  Head,  the  other  to  his  Heart : 
Reafon  to  Rule,  but  Mercy  to  forgive  : 
The  firft  is  Law,  the  laft  Prerogativev 
And  like  his  Mind  his  outward  Form  appeaiM, 
"When,  iffting  naked,  to  the  wondring  Herd, 
He  charm'd  their  Eyes ;  and,for  they  lov'd,they  fear'd: . 
Not  arm'd  with  Horns  of  arbitrary  Might,. 
Or  Claws  to  feize  their  furry  Spoils  in  Fight, 
Or  with  increafe  of  Feet,  t'  overtake  'em  in  their  flight : . 
Of  eafy  Shape,  and  pliant  ev'ry  way  ; 
Confefling  ftill  the  foftnefs  of  his  Clay, 
And  kind  as  Kings  upon  their  Coronation  Day  : 
With  open  Hands,  and  with  extended  fpace 
Of  Arms,  to  fatisfy  a  large  Embrace. 
Thus  kneaded  up  with  Milk,  the  new-made  Man 
His  Kingdom  o'er  his  Kindred  World  began  : 
'Till  Knowledge  mifapply'd,  mifunderftood, 
And  pride  of  Empire  four'd  his  balmy  Blood. 
Then,  firft  rebelling,  his  own  Stamp  he  coins  ; 
The  Murd'rer  Cain,  was  latent  in  his  Loins  : 
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And  Blood  began  its  firft  and  loudeflCry, 

For  differing  Wormip  of  the  Deity. 

Thus  Perfection  rofe,  and  farther  Space 

Produc'd  the  mighty  Hunter  of  his  Race. 

Not  To  the  blefled  Pan  his  Flock  increased, 

Content  to  Fold  'em  from  the  famifh'd  Beaft  : 

Mild  were  his  Laws ;  the  Sheep  and  harmlefs  Hind 

Were  never  of  the  perfecting  Kind. 

Such  Pity  now  the  pious  Paftor  mows, 

Such  Mercy  from  the  Rritijh  Lion  flows, 

That  both  provide  Protection  from  their  Foes. 

Oh  happy  Regions,  Italy  and  Spain, 
Which  never  did  thofe  A4onfters  entertain  ! 
The  Wolf,  the  Bear,  the  Boar,  can  there  advance 
No  native  Claim  of  juft  Inheritance* 
And  felf- prefer  ving  Laws,  fevere  in  (how, 
May  guard  their  Fences  from  th'  invading  Foe. 
Where  Birth  has  plac'd  'em,  let  'em  fafely  mare 
The  common  benefit  of  vital  Air. 
Themfelves  unharmful,  let  them  live  unharm'd  j 
Their  Jaws  difabled,  and  their  Claws  difarm'd  : 
Here,  only  in  nocturnal  Howlings  bold, 
They  dare  not  feize  the  Hind,  nor  leap  the  Fold. 
More  pow'rful,  and  as  vigilant  as  they, 
The  Lion  awfully  forbids  the  Prey. 
Their  Rage  reprefs'd,  tho'  pinch' d  with  Famine  fore, 
They  ftand  aloof,  and  tremble  at  his  Roar  : 
Much  is  their  Hunger,  but  their  Fear  is  more. 
Thefe  are  the  Chief :  to  number  o'er  the  reft, 
And  fiand,  like  Jdam,  naming  ev'ry  Beafl, 
Were  weary  Work  ;  nor  will  the  Mufe  defcribe 
A  fiimy-born  and  fun-begotten  Tribe  ; 
Who,  far  from  Steeples  and  their  facred  Sound, 
In  Fields  their  fullen  Conventicles  found. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  grofs,  half-animated,  Lumps  I  leave  ; 

Nor  can  I  think  what  Thoughts  they  can  conceive. 

But  if  they  think  at  all,  'tis  fure  no  high'r 

Than  Matter,  put  in  Motion,  may  afpire  : 

Souls  that  can  fcarce  ferment  their  Mafs  of  Clay  j 

So  drofly,  fo  divifible  are  They, 

As  would  but  ferve  pure  Bodies  for  Allay  : 

Such  Souls  as  Shards  produce,  fuch  beetle  Things 

As  only  buz  to  Heav'n  with  Ev'ning  Wings  ; 

Strike  in  the  Dark,  offending  but  by  Chance, 

Such  are  the  blindfold  Blows  of  Ignorance. 

They  know  not  Beings,  and  but  hate  a  Name ; 

To  them  the  Hind  and  Panther  are  the  fame. 

The  Panther  fure  the  nobleft,  next  the  Hind, 
And  faireft  Creature  of  the  fpotted  Kind ; 
Oh,  could  her  in-born  Stains  be  wafh'd  away, 
She  were  too  good  to  be  a  Beaft  of  Prey  !  i 

How  can  I  praife,  or  blame,  and  not  offend, 
Or  how  divide  the  Frailty  from  the  Friend  ? 
Her  Faults  and  Virtues  lie  fo  mix'd,  that  fhe 
Nor  wholly  flands  condemn'd,  nor  wholly  free. 
Then,  like  her  injur'd  Lion,  let  me  fpeak  ; 
He  cannot  bend  her,  and  he  would  not  break. 
Unkind  already,  and  eflrang'd  in  part, 
The  Wolf  begins  to  (hare  her  wandring  Heart. 
Though  unpolluted  yet  with  aftual  111,  j 

She  half  commits,  who  fins  but  in  her  Will. 
If,  as  our  dreaming  Platonifts  report, 
There  could  be  Spirits  of  a  middle  fort, 
Too  black  for  Heaven,  and  yet  too  white  for  Hell, 
Who  jaft  dropt  halfway  down,  nor  lower  fell ; 
So  pois'd,  fo  gently  fhedefcends  from  high, 
It  feems  a  foft  difmiffion  from  the  Sky. 

Her 
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Her  Houfe  not  ancient,  whatfoe'er  Pretence 

Her  Clergy  Heralds  make  in  her  defence. 

A  fecond  Century  not  half-way  run, 

Since  the  new  Honours  of  her  Blood  begun. 

A  Lion  old,  obfcene,  and  furious  made 

By  Luft,  comprefs'd  her  Mother  in   a  Shade  ; 

Then,  by  a  left  hand  Marriage,  weds  the  Dame, 

Covering  Adult'ry  with  a  fpecious  Name  : 

So  Schifm  begot  ;  and  Sacrilege  and  me, 

A  well  matchM  Pair,  got  gracelefs  Herefy. 

God's  and  Kings  Rebels  have  the  fame  good  Caufe, 

To  trample  down  Divine  and  Human  Laws  : 

Both  wou'd  be  call'd  Reformers,  and  their  Hate 

Alike  deftruclive  both  to  Church  and  State.: 
The  Fruit  proclaims  the  Plant ;  a  lawlefs  Prince 
3y  Luxury  reformed  Incontinence ; 

By  Ruins,  Charity ;  by  Riots,  Abftinence. 

Confeffions,  Fafts,  and  Penance  fet  afide  ; 

Oh  with  what  Eafe  we  follow  fuch  a  Guide, 

Where  Souls  are  flarv'd,  and  Senfes  gratify'd  ! 

Where  Marriage  Pleafures  Midnight  Pray'r  fupply, 

And  Mattin  Bells  (a  melancholy  Cry) 

Are  tun'd  to  merrier  Notes,  Increafe  and  multiply. 

Religion  (hews  a  rofy-colour'd  Face  ; 

Not  hatter' d  out  with  drudging  Works  of  Grace  : 

A  down-hill  Reformation  rolls  apace. 

WhatFlefh  and  Blood  wou'd  crowd  the  narrow  Gate,  1 

Or,  'till  they  wafte  their  pampef'd  Paunches,  wait  ?    > 

.All  would  be  happy  at  the  cheapeft  rate.  3 

Though  our  lean  Faith  thefe  rigid  Laws  has  givei\, 

The  full  fed  Mufulman  goes  fat  to  Heaven  ;  . 

<For  his  Arabian  Prophet  with  delights 

Of  ienfe  allur'd  his  eaftern  Profelytes. 

Th* 
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The  jolly  Luther,  reading  him,  began 
T"  interpret  Scriptures  by  his  Alcoran  ; 
To  grub  the  Thorns  beneath  our  tender  Feet, 
And  make  the  Paths  ofParadtft  more  fweet : 
Bethought  him  of  a  Wife  ere  halfway  gone, 
(For  'twas  uneafy  travelling  alone  ;) 
And,  in  this  Mafquerade  of  Mirth  and  Love, 
Miftook  the  Blifs  of  Heaven  for  Bacchanals  above, 
Sure  he  prefum'd  of  Praife,  who  came  to  Hock 
Th'  etherial  Failures  with  fo  fair  a  Flock, 
JBurnim'd,  and  banning  on  their  Food,  to  {how 
The  Diligence  of  careful  Herds  below. 

Our  Panther,  though  like  thefe  me  chang'd  her  Head, 
Yet  as  the  Miftrefs  of  a  Monarch's  Bed, 
Her  Eront  ereft  with  Majefty  me  bore, 
The  Crofier  wielded,  and  the  Mitre  wore. 
Her  upper  part  of  decent  Difcipline 
Shew'd  AfFe&ation  of  an  ancient  Line  ; 
And  Fathers,  Councils,  Church  and  Churches  Head, 
Were  on  her  reverend  Phylafteries  read. 
But  what  diigrac'd  and  difavow'd  the  reft, 
Was  Cafains  Brand,  that  ftigmatiz'd  the  Beaft. 
Thus,  like  a  Creature  of  a  double  kind, 
In  her  own  Labyrinth  me  lives  confin'd. 
To  foreign  Lands  no  found  of  her  is  come, 
Humbly  content  to  be  defpis'd  at  home. 
Such  is  her  Faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had, 
At  leafl  fhe  leaves  the  refufe  of  the  bad  : 
Nice  in  her  Choice  of  ill,  though  not  of  beft, 
And  leaft  deformed,  becaufe  reform'd  the  leafiv 
In  doubtful  Points  betwixt  her  differing  Friends, 
Where  one  for  Subftance,  one  for  Sign  contends, 
Their  Contradicting  Terms  me  flrives  to  join ; 
Sign  mall  be  Subftance,  Subftance  ftiaUbe  Sign. 
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A  real  Prefence  all  her  Sons  allow, 
And  yet  'tis  fiat  Idolatry  to  bow, 
Becaufe  the  God- head's  there  they  know  not  how. 
Her  Novices  are  taught,  that  Bread  and  Wine 
Are  but  the  vifible  and  outward  Sign, 
Receiv'dby  thofe  who  in  Communion  join. 
But  th'  inward  Grace,  or  the  thing  fignify'd, 
His  Blood  and  Body,  who  to  fave  us  dy'd  ; 
The  faithful  this  thing  fignify'd  receive  : 
What  is't  thofe  faithful  then  partake  or  leave  ? 
For  what  is  fignify'd  and  underflood, 
Is,  by  her  own  Confeflion,  Flefh  and  Blood. 
Then,  by  the  fame  acknowledgment,  we  know 
They  take  the  Sign,  and  take  the  Subftance  too. 
The  literal  Senfe  is  hard  to  Flefh  and  Blood, 
ButNonfenfe  never  can  be  underftood. 

Her  wild  belief  on  every  Wave  is  toft  ; 
But  fure  no  Church  can  better  Morals  boafr,. 
True  to  her  King  her  Principles  are  found  ; 
Oh  that  her  Practice  were  but  half  fo  found ! 
Stedfaftin  various  turns  of  State  me  Hood, 
And  feal'd  her  vow'd  AfFeclion  with  her  Blood  : 
Nor  will  I  meanly  tax  her  Conftancy, 
That  Im'reft  or  Obligement  made  the  tye. 
Bound  to  the  Fate  of  murder'd  Monarchy, 
(Before  the  founding  Ax  fo  falls  the  Vine, 
Whofe  tender  Branches  round  the  Poplar  twine) 
She  chofe  her  Ruin,  and  refign'd  her  Life, 
In  death  undaunted  as  an  Indian  Wife : 
A  rare  Example  !  but  fome  Souls  we  fee 
Grow  hard,  and  ftiffen  with  Adverfity : 
Yet  thefe  by  Fortune's  favours  are  undone  ; 
Refolv'ci  into  a  bafer  Form  they  run, 
And  bore  the  Wind,  but  cannot  bear  the  Sun. 
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Let  this  be  Nature's  frailty,  or  her  Fate, 
Or  *  Ifgritns  Counfel,  her  new-chofen  Mate ; 
Still  file's  the  faireft  of  the  fallen  Crew, 
No  Mother  more  indulgent  but  the  true. 

Fierce  to  her  Foes,  yet  fears  her  force  to  try, 
Becaufe  (he  wants  innate  Authority  ; 
For  how  can  (he  conflrain  them  to  obey, 
Who  has  her  felf  call  off  the  lawful  fvvay  ? 
Rebellion  equals  all,  and  thofe,  who  toil 
In  common  Theft,  will  lhare  the  common  Spoil. 
Let  her  produce  the  Title  and  the  Right 
Againft  her  old  Superiours  firft  to  fight  ; 
If  (he  reform  by  Text,  e'en  that's  as  plain 
For  her  own  Rebels  to  reform  again. 
As  long  as  words  a  diff'rent  Senfe  will  bear, 
And  each  may  be  his  own  Interpreter, 
Our  airy  Faith  will  no  Foundation  find  : 
The  Word's  a  Weathercock  for  every  Wind  : 
The  Bear,  the  Fox,  the  Wolf,  by  turns  prevail ; 
The  moft  in  Pow'r  fupplies  the  prefent  Gale. 
The  wretched  Panther  cries  aloud  for  Aid 
To  Church  and  Councils,  whom  fhe  firft  betray'd 
No  help  from  Fathers  or  Tradition's  train  : 
Thofe  ancient  Guides  fhe  taught  us  to  difdain, 
And  by  that  Scripture,  which  fiie  once  abus'd 
To  Reformation,  Hands  her  felf  accus'd. 
What  Bills  for  Breach  of  Laws  can  fhe  prefer, 
Expounding  whioh  fhe  owns  her  felf  may  err  ; 
And,  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  try'd, 
If  Doubts  arife,  file  flips  her  felf  afide, 
And  leaves  the  private  Confcience  for  the  Guide. 


*  The  Wolf- 
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If  then  that  Confcience  fet  th'  Offender  free, 

It  bars  her  claim  to  Church  Authority. 

How  can  (he  cenfure,  or  what  Crime  pretend, 

But  Scripture  may  be  conftrued  to  defend  ? 

E'en  thofe,  whom  for  Rebellion  fhe  tranfmits 

To  Civil  Pow'iv  her  Dodlrine  firft  acquits ; 

Becaufe  no  Difobedience  can  enfue, 

Where  no  Submiffion  to  a  Judge  is  due  ; 

Each  judging  for  himfelf  by  her  Confent, 

Whom  thus  abfolv'd  fhe  fends  to  Punifhment. 

Suppofe  the  Magiftrate  revenge  her  Caufe, 

*  Tis  only  for  tranfgreffing  human  Laws. 

How  anfw'ring  to  its  end  a  Church  is  made, 

Whofe  Pow'r  is  but  to  counfel  and  perfuade  > 

O  folid  Rock,  on  which  fecure  fhe  Hands ! 

Eternal  Houfe  riot  built  with  mortal  Hands  ! 

O  fure  Defence  againfl  th'  infernal  Gate, 

A  Patent  during  Pleafure  of  the  State  ! 

Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  lov'd  nor  fear'd, 

A  meer  Mock  Queen  of  a  divided  Herd ; 

Whom  foon  by  lawful  Pow'r  fhe  might  controul, 

Her  felf  a  part  fubmitted  to  the  whole. 

Then,  as  the  Moon  who  firft  receives  the  light 

By  which  fhe  makes  our  nether  Regions  bright, 
So  might  fhe  mine,  reflecting  from  afar 
The  Rays  fhe  borrowed  from  a  better  Star  ; 
Big  with  the  Beams,  which  from  her  Mother  flow, 
And  reigning  o'er  the  rifmg  Tides  below  : 
JsJovv,  mixing  with  a  favage  Crowd,  fhe  goes, 
And  meanly  flatters  her  invet'rate  Foes, 
jRul'd  while  fhe  rules,  and  lofing  ev'ry  Hour 
Her  wretched  Remnants  of  precarious  Pow'r. 

One  Evening,  while  the  cooler  Shade  fhe  fought, 
Revolving  many  a  melancholy  Thought, 

Alone 


\ 


POEMS  on  fevered  Qccctfions.        267 

Alone  Ihe  walk'd,  and  look'd  around  in  vain, 
With  rueful  Vifage,  for  her  vaniih'd  Train  : 
None  of  her  Sylvan  Subjects  made  their  Court ; 
Levees  and  Couchees  pafs'd  without  refort. 
So  hardly  can  Ufurpers  manage  well 
Thofe,  whom  they  firft  intruded  to  Rebel. 
More  liberty  begets  defire  of  more  j 
The  hunger  ftill  increafes  with  the  ftore. 
Without  refpecl  they  brufh'd  along  the  Wood 
Each  in  his  Clan,  and,  fill'd  with  loathfom  Food, 
Ask'd  no  Permiffion  to  the  Neighboring  Flood. 
The  Panther,  full  of  inward  difcontent, 
Since  they  wou'd  go,  before  'em  wifely  went  ; 
Supplying  want  of  Pow'r  by  drinking  firft, 
As  if  {he  gave  'em  leave  to  quench  their  thirft. 
Among  the  reft,  the  Hind,  with  fearful  Face, 
Beheld  from  far  the  common  wat'ring  Place, 
Nor  durft  approach  ;  'till  with  an  awful  Roar 
The  Sovereign  Lion  bad  her  fear  no  more. 
EncouragM  thus  (he  brought  her  younglings  nigh, 
Watching  the  Motions  of  her  Patron's  Eye, 
And  drank  a  fober  Draught;  the  reft  amaz'd 
Stood  mutely  ftill,  and  on  the  Stranger  gaz'd  ; 
Survey'd  her  Part  by  Part,  and  fought  to  find 
The  ten-horn' d  Monfter  in  the  harmlefs  Hind, 
Such  as  the  WolfzxA.  Panther  had  defign'd. 
They  thought  at  firft  they  dream'd ;  for  'twas  offence 
With  them,  toqueftion  certitude  of  Senfe, 
Their  guide  in  Faith  :  But  nearer  when  they  drew, 
And  had  the  faultlefs  Object  full  in  view, 
Lord,  how  they  all  admir'd  her  heav'nly  hue  ! 
Some,  who  before  her  Fellowfhip  difdain'd, 
Scarce,  and  but  fcarce,  from  in- born  rage  reftrain'd, 
Now  frisk'd  about  her,  and  old  kindred  feign'd. 

N  z  Whether 


\ 
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Whether  for  Love  or  Int'reft,  every  Sect 
Of  all  the  favage  Nation  mew'd  refpecl. 
The  Vice-roy  Panther  could  not  awe  the  Herd ; 
The  more  the  Company,  the  lefs  they  fear'd. 
The  furly  Wolf  with  fecret  envy  burft, 
Yet  cou'd  not  howl  j  the  Hind  had  feen  him  firft  : 
But  what  he  durft  not  fpeak,  the  Panther  durft. 
For  when  the  H«rd,  fuffic'd,  did  late  repair 
To  Ferney  Heaths,  and  to  their  Forcft  Lare, 
She  made  a  mannerly  Excafe  to  ftay, 
Pj-ofPring  the  Hind  to  wait  her  half  the  way  : 
That,  fince  the  Sky  was  clear,  an  hour  of  talk 
Might  help  her  to  beguile  the  tedious  Walk. 
With  much  Good-will  the  motion  was  embrac'd, 
To  chat  a  while  on  their  Adventures  pafs'd  : 
Nor  had  the  grateful  Hind  fo  foon  forgot 
Her  Friend  and  Fellow- fufPrer  in  the  Plot. 
Yet  wondring  how  of  late  (he  grew  eftrang'd, 
Her  Forehead  cloudy,  and  her  Count'nance  chang'd, 
She  thought  this  Hour  th'  occafion  would  prefent 
To  learn  her  fecret  Caufe  of  Difcontent, 
Which,  well  me  hop'd,  might  bewitheafe  redrefs'd, 
Confidering  her  a  well  bred  civil  Beaft, 
And  more  a  .Gentlewoman  than  the  reft. 
After  fome  common  Talk  what  rumours  ran, 
The  Lady  of  the  fpotted-muff  began. 

fbe  S  E  C  O  N  D  P  A  R  T. 

DAME,  faid  the  Panther,  times  are  mended  well, 
Since  late  among  the  Pbilijlines  you  fell. 
The  Toils  were  pitch'd,  a  fpacious  tract  of  Ground 
With  expert  Huntfmen  was  encompafs'd  round  ; 

Th' 
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Th'  Inclofure  narrow' d ;  the  fagacious  Pow'r 

Of  Hounds,  and  Death,  drew  nearer  ev'ry  Hour. 

'Tis  true,  the  younger  Lion  fcap'd  the  Snare, 

But  all  your  Prieftly  Calves  lay  ftruggling  there  ; 

As  Sacrifices  on  their  Altars  laid  ;  } 

While  you  their  careful  Mother  wifely  fled, 

Not  trufting  Deftiny  to  fave  your  Head. 

For  whate'er  Promifes  you  have  apply'd  7 

To  your  unfailing  Church,  the  furer  fide 

Is  four  fair  Legs  in  danger  to  provide. 

And  whate'er  Tales  of  Peter's  Chair  you  tell,  i 

Yet,  faving  Reverence  of  the  Miracle,  > 

The  better  luck  was  yours  to  fcape  fo  well.  i 

As  I  remember,  faid  the  fober  Hind, 
Thofe  Toils  were  for  your  own  dear  felf  defign'd. 
As  well  as  me  ;  and  with  the  felf-fame  throw,  ^ 

To  catch  the  Quarry  and  the  Vermin  too, 
(Forgive  the  fland'rous Tongues  that  calPd  you  fo. )       J 
Howe'er  you  take  it  now,  the  common  Cry 
Then  ran  you  down  for  your  rank  Loyalty. 
Betides,  in  Popery  they  thought  you  nurrt, 
(As  evil  Tongnes  will  ever  fpeak  the  worft) 
Becaufe  fome  Forms,  and  Ceremonies  fome 
You  kept,  and  flood  in  the  main  queflion  dumb. 
Dumb  you  were  born  indeed  j  but  thinking  long 
The  Tefl  it  feems  at  laft  has  loos'd  your  Tongue. 
And  to  explain  what  your  Forefathers  meant, 
By  real  Prefence  in  the  Sacrament, 
(After  long  fencing  pufh'd  againit  a  Wall)  -\ 

Your  fa/vo  comes,  that  he's  not  there  at  all  :  ( 

There  chang'd  your  Faith,   and  what  may  change  C 
may  fall.  3> 

Who  can  believe,  what  varies  every  Day, 
Nor  ever  was,  nor  will  be  at  a  flay  ? 

N  \  Torture* 
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Tortures  may  force  the  Tc  ngue  Untruths  to  tell, 
And  I  ne'er  own'd  my  felf  infallible, 
Reply 'd  the  Panther  :  grant  fuch  Pre fence  were, 
Yet  in  your  Senfe  I  never  own'd  it  there. 
A  real  Virtue  we  by  Faith  receive, 
And  that  we  in  the  Sacrament  believe. 
Then  faid  the  Hind,  as  you  the  matter  ftate, 
Not  only  "Jefuits  can  Equivocate  ; 
For  real,  as  you  now  the  Word  expound, 
From  folid  Subftance  dwindles  to  a  Sound. 
Methinks  an  JEfop's  Fable  you  repeat; 
You  know  who  took  the  Shadow  for  the  Meat: 
Your  Church's  Subftance  thus  you  change  at  will, 
And  yet  retain  your  former  Figure  ftill. 
I  freely  grant  you  fpoke  to  fave  your  Life ; 
For  then  you  lay  beneath  the  Butcher's  Knife. 
Long  time  you  fought,  redoubl'd  Batt'ry  bore, 
But,  after  all,  againft  your  felf  you  fwore  ; 
Your  former  felf:  for  ev'ry  Hour  your  Form 
Js  chop'd  and  changed,  like  Winds  before  a  Storm. 
Thus  Fear  and  Int'reft  will  prevail  with  fome  ; 
For  all  have  not  the  Gift  of  Martyrdom. 

The  Panther  grin'd  at  this,  and  thus  reply 'd  : 
That  Men  may  err  was  never  yet  denyM. 
But,  if  that  common  Principle  be  true, 
The  Cannon,  Dame,  is  levei'd  full  at  you. 
But,  munning  long  Difputes,  Ifainwou'd  fee 
That  wond'rous  Wight  Infallibility. 
Is  he  from  Heav'n,  this  mighty  Champion,  come  ; 
Or  lodg'd  below  in  Subterranean  Rome  ? 
Firft,  feat  him  fomewhere,  and  derive  his  Race, 
Or  elfe  conclude  that  Nothing  has  no  Place. 

Suppofe  (though  I  difown  it)  faid  the  Hind, 
The  certain  Manfion  were  not  yet  affign'd  : 

The 
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The  doubtful  Refidence  no  proof  can  bring 

Againft  the  plain  exigence  of  the  thing. 

Becaufe  Philofophers  may  difagree, 

If  Sight  b'  emiflion  or  reception  be, 

Shall  it  be  thence  inferr'd,  I  do  not  fee? 

But  you  require  an  Anfwerpofitive, 

Which  yet,  when  I  demand,  you  dare  not  give ; 

For  Fallacies  in  Univerfals  live. 

I  then  affirm  that  this  unfailing  Guide 

In  Pope  and  general  Councils  muft  refide ; 

Both  lawful,  both  combin'd  :  what  one  decrees 

By  numerous  Votes,  the  other  Ratifies  : 

On  this  undoubted  Senfethe  Church  relies. 

'  Fis  true,  fome  Doctors  in  a  fcantier  fpace, 

I  mean,  in  each  apart,  contract  the  Place. 

Some,  who  to  greater  length  extend  the  Line, 

The  Church's  after-acceptation  join. 

This  laft  Circumference  appears  too  wide  ; 

The  Church  diffused  is  by  the  Council  ty'd ; 

As  Members,  by  their  Reprefentatives 

Oblig'd  to  Laws,  which  Prince  and  Senate  gives. 

Thus  fome  contract,  and  fome  enlarge  the  Space  : 

In  Pope  and  Council  who  denies  the  place, 

AfTifted  from  above  with  God's  unfailing  Grace  ? 

Thofe  Canons  all  the  needful  Points  contain  ; 

Their  Senfe  fo  obvious,  and  their  Words  fo  plain , 

That  no  Difputes  about  the  doubtful  Text 

Have  hitherto  the  lab'ring  World  perplex'd. 

If  any  mould  in  after  times  appear,  [clear : 

New  Councils  muft  be  calPd,  to  make  the  meaning 

Becaufe  in  them  the  Pow'r  fupreme  refides  j 

And  all  the  Promifes  are  to  the  Guides. 

This  may  be  taught  with  found  and  fafe  Defence : 

But  mark  how  fandy  is  your  own  Pretence, 

N  4  Who, 
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Who,  fetting,  Councils,  Pope  and  Church  afide, 
Are  ev'ry  Alan  his  own  preftiming  Guide. 
The  facred  Books,  you  fay,  are  full  and  plain, 
And  ev'ry  needful  Point  of  Truth  contain  : 
All,  who  can  read,  Interpreters  may  be  : 
Thus,  though  your  fevcral  Churches  difagree, 
Yet  ev'ry  Saint  has  to  himfelf  alone 
The  fecret  of  this  Philofophick  Stone. 
Thefe  Principles  your  jarring  Seds  unite, 
When  diff'ring  Doclors  and  Difciples  fight. 
Though  Luther,   Zuinglius,   Calvin>  holy  Chiefs, 
Have  made  a  Battle  Royal  of  Beliefs  ; 
Of  like  wild  Horfes  feveral  ways  have  whirPd 
The  tortur'd  Text  about  the  Chriftian  World  j 
Each  Jehu  laming  on  with  furious  Force, 
That  Turk  or  Jew  cou'd  not  have  us'd  it  worfe  ; 
No  matter  what  DifTenfion  Leaders  make, 
Where  ev'ry  private  Man  may  fave  a  Stake  : 
Rul'd  by  the  Scripture  and  his  own  Advice, 
Each  has  a  blind  by-path  to  Paradife  ; 
Where  driving  in  a  Circle  flow  or  fail, 
Oppofing  Sefts  are  fare  to  meet  at  lafl. 
A-  wond'rous  Charity  you  have  in  ftore 
For  all  Reform'd  to  pafs  the  narrow  Door  : 
So  much,  that  Mahomet  had  fcarcely  more. 
For  he    kind  Prophet,  was  for  damning  none  ; 
But  Chrlft  and  Mcfes  were  to  fave  their  own  : 
Himfelf  was  to  fecure  his  chofen  Race, 
Tho'  reafon  good  for  Turks  to  take  the  Place, 
And  he  allowM  to  be  the  better  Man, 
In  Virtue  of  his  holier  Alcoran, 

True,  faid  the  Panther,  I  {hall  ne'er  deny 
My  Brethren  may  be  fav'd  as  well  as  I  ; 


Tho* 
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Tho'  Huguenots  condemn  our  Ordination, 
Succeffion,  Minifterial  Vocation ; 
And  Luther,  more  miltaking  what  he  read,. 
Misjoins  the  facred  Body  with  the  Bread ; 
Yet,  Lady,  Hi  11  remember  I  maintain, 
The  Word  in  needful  Points  is  only  plain. 

Needlefs,  or  needful,  I  not  now  contend, 
For  ft  ill  you  have  a  Loop-hole  for  a  Fiiend  ; 
( Rejoin' d  the.  Matron);  but  the  Rule  you  lay  ^ 

Has  led  whole  Flocks,  and  leads  them  ftill  aftrayr 
In  weighty  Points,  and  full  Damnation's  way.  3 

For  did  not  Arius  firft,  Socinus  now, 
The  Son's  eternal  God-head  difavow  ? 
And  did  not  thefe  by  Gofpel  Texts  alone 
Condemn  our  Doctrine,  and  maintain  their  own  ? 
Have  not  all  Hereticks  the  fame  Pretence 
To  plead  the  Scriptures  in  their  own  Defence  ? 
How  did  the  Nicene  Council  then  decide 
That  llrong  Debate  ?  was  it  by  Scripture  try'd  ? 
No,  fure  ;  to  that  the  Rebel  would  not  yield  ; 
Squadrons  of  Texts  he  Marihal'd  in  the  Field  : 
That  was  but  Civil  War,  an.  equal  fct, 
Where  Piles  with  Piles,  and  Eagles  Eagles  met.. 
With  Texts  point-blank  and  plain  he  fac'd  the  Foe  :. 
And  did  not  Satan  tempt  our  Saviour  fo  ? 
The  good  old  Biihops  took  a  fimpler  way  ; 
Each  afk'd  but  what  he  heard  his  Father  fay,. 
Or  ho\V  he  was  inftrufted  in  his  Youth,; 
And  by  Tradition's  force  upheld  the  Truth. 

The  Panther  fmil'd  at  this ;  And  when,  faid  fhe,, 
Were  thofe  firit  Councils  difallovv'd  by  me  ? 
Or  where  did  I  at  fure  Tradition  ftrike, 
Provided  Hill  it  were  Apoiloiick  ? 

N  5  Friend, 
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Friend,  faid  the  Hind,  you  quit  your  former  Ground, 
Where  all  your  Faith  you  did  on  Scripture  found  : 
Now  'tis  Tradition  join'd  with  holy  Writ ; 
But  thus  your  Memory  betrays  your  Wit. 

No,  faid  the  Panther  j  for  in  that  I  view, 
When  your  Tradition's  forg'd,  and  when  'tis  true. 
J  fet  *em  by  the  Rule,  and,  as  they  fquare, 
Or  deviate  from  undoubted  Doctrine  there, 
This  Oral  Fiction,  that  old  Faith  declare. 

(#/W.)The  Council  fteer'd,  itfeems,  a  diff'rentCourfe; 
They  try'd  the  Scripture  by  Tradition's  force  : 
But  you  Tradition  by  the  Scripture  try ; 
Purfu'd  by  Sects,  from  this  to  that  you  fly, 
Nor  dare  on  one  Foundation  to  rely. 
The  Word  is  then  depos'd,  and  in  this  View, 
You  rule  the  Scripture,  not  the  Scripture  you. 
Thus  faid  the  Dame,  and,  fmiling,  thus  purfu'd  : 
I  fee,  Tradition  then  is  difallow'd, 
When  not  evinc'd  by  Scripture  to  be  true, 
And  Scripture,  as  interpreted  by  you. 
But  here  you  tread  upon  unfaithful  Ground ; 
Unlefs  you  cou'd  infallibly  expound  : 
Which  you  reject  as  odious  Popery, 
And  throw  that  Doctrine  back  with  fcorn  on  me, 
Suppofe  we  on  things  traditive  divide, 
And  both  appeal  to  Scripture  to  decide ; 
By  various  Texts  we  both  uphold  our  claim, 
Nay,  often,  ground  our  Titles  on  the  fame  : 
After  Jong  labour  loft,  and  time's  expence, 
Both  grant  the  Words,  and  quarrel  for  the  Senfe. 
Thus  all  Difputes  for  ever  muft  depend ; 
For  no  dumb  rule  can  Controverfies  end. 
Thus,  when  you  faid,  Tradition  muft  be  try'd 
By  facred  Writ,  whofe  fenfe  your  felves  decide, 

YOG 
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You  faid  no  more,  but  that  your  felves  mult  be 
The  judges  of  the  Scripture  Senfe,  not  we. 
Againft  our  Church-Tradition  you  declare, 
And  yet  your  Clerks  wou'd  fit  in  Mofei  Chair  : 
At  leaft  'tis  prov'dagainft  your  Argument, 
The  Rule  is  far  from  plain,  where  all  diflent. 

If  not  by  Scriptures,  how  can  we  be  fure 
( Reply 'd  the  Panther]  what  Tradition's  pure? 
For  you  may  palm  upon  us  new  for  old  : 
All,  as  they  fay,  that  glitters  is  not  Gold. 

How  but  by  following  her,  reply'd  the  Dame, 
To  whom  deriv'd  from  Sire  to  Son  they  came ; 
Where  ev'ry  Age  does  on  another  move, 
And  trulls  no  farther  than  the  next  above; 
Where  all  the  Rounds  like  Jacobs  Ladder  rife, 
The  loweft  hid  in  Earth,  the  topmoft  in  the  Skies. 

Sternly  the  Savage  did  her  Anfwer  mark, 
Her  glowing  Eye-balls  glitt'ring  in  the  dark, 
And  faid  but  this :  Since  Lucre  was  your  Trade, 
Succeeding  times  fuch  dreadful  Gaps  have  made, 
'Tis  dangerous  Climbing :  To  your  Sons  and  you 
I  leave  the  Ladder,  and  its  Omen  too. 

(Hind.)  The  Panthers  Breath  was  ever  fam'd  for  fwtet; 
But  from  the  Wolf  fuch  wiflies  oft  I  meet : 
You  learn' d  this  Language  from  the  *  blatant  Bead, 
Or  rather  did  not  fpeak,  but  were  pofTefs'd. 
As  for  your  Anfwer  'tis  but  barely  urg'd : 
You  muft  evince  Tradition  to  be  forg'd  ; 
Produce  plain  Proofs  ;  unblemiih'd  Authors  ufe 
As  ancient  as  thofe  Ages  they  accufe  ; 
'Till  when  'tis  not  fufficient  to  defame : 
An  old  PoiTeffion  Hands,  'till  Elder  quits  the  claim. 


A  word  uftd  by  fyenfer. 

Then 
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Then  for  our  int' reft,  which  is  nam'd  alone 

To  load  with  envy,  we  retort  your  own. 

For  when  Traditions  in  your  Faces  fly, 

Refolving  not  to  yield,  you  muft  decry. 

As  when  the  Caufe  goes  hard,  the  guilty  Matt 

Excepts,  and  thins  his  jury  all  he  can; 

So  when  you  Hand  of  oiher  Aid  bereft, 

You  to  the  twelve  Apoftles  would  be  left. 

Your  Friend  the  Wo/fdid  with  more  craft  provide 

To  let  thofe  toys  Traditions  quite  afide  ; 

And  Fathers  too,  unlefs  when,  Reafon  fpent, 

He  cites  'em  but  fometimes  for  Ornament. 

But,  Madam  Panther,  you,  though  more  lincere^ 

Are  not  fo  wife  as  your  Adulterer  : 
The  private  Spirit  is  a  better  Blind, 
Than  all  the  dodging  Tricks  your  Authors  find. 
For  they,  who  left  the  Scripture  to  the  crowd, 
.Each  for  his  own  peculiar  Judge  allow'd  ; 
The  way  to  pleafe  'em  was  to  make  'em  proud. 
Thus,  with  full  Sails,  they  ran  upon  the  Shelf; 
Who  eou'd  fufpecl  a  cozenage  from  himfelf  ? 
On  his  own  Reason  fafer  'tis  to  Hand, 
Than  be  deceiv  d  and  damn'd  at  fecond-hand. 
But  you,  who  Fathers  and  Tradition*  take, 
And  garble  fome,  and  fome  you  quite  forfake^ 
Pretending  Church  Authority  to  fix, 
And  yet  Tome  Grains  of  private  Spirit  mix, 
Are  like  a  Mule  made  up  of  differing  Seed, 
'  And  that's  the  reafon  why  you  never  breed  ;. 
At  l<5ift  not  propagate  your  kind  abroad, 
For  home  DilTenters  are  by  Statutes  aw'd* 
And  yet  they  grow  upon  you  every  Day,  J 

While  you  (to  fpeak  the  bell)  are  at  a  itay,  > 

JFoj  Setts,  that  are  extremes,  abhor  a  Middle  way.        3 

JUke 
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Like  tricks  of  State,  to  flop  a  raging  Flood,  1 

Or  mollify  a  Mad-brain'd  Senate's  Mood  ; 

Of  all  Expedients  never  one  was  good.  3 

Weil  may  they  argue  (nor  can  you  deny) 

Jf  we  mud  fix  on  Church  Authority, 

Beit  on  the  heft,  the  Fountain,  not  the  Flood  f 

That  muft  be  better  ftiil,  if  this  be  good. 

Shall  (he  command,  who  has  her  felf  rebell'd  ? 

Js  Anticbrijl  by  Antichrift  exp:ll'd  ? 

Did  we  a  lawful  Tyranny  diiplace, 

To  fet  aloft  a  Rallard  of  the  Race  ? 

Why  all  thefe  Wars  to  win  the  Book,  if  we  f. 

Mult  not  interpret  for  our  felves,  but  Ihe  ? 

Either  be  wholly  Slaves,  or  wholly  Free.  3" 

For  purging  Fires  Traditions  muft  not  fight; 

But  they  muft  prove  Epifcopacy's  Right. 

Thus  thofe  led  Horfes  are  from  fervice  freed  ; 

You  never  mount  'em  but  in  time  of  need. 

Like  Mercenaries,  hir'd  for  home  defence, 

They  will  not  ierve  againft  their  native  Prince. 

Againft  Domeftick  Foes  of  Hierarchy 

Thefe  are  drawn  forth,  to  make  Fanaticks  fly; 

But,  when  they  fee  their  Countrymen  at  hand,  1 

Marching  againft  'em  under  Church-command,          ?* 

Straight  they  forfake  their  Colour,  and  diiband.  J 

Thus  me,  nor  cou'd  the  Panther  well  enlarge 
With  weak  Defence  againft  fo  ftrong  a  Charge  ; 
But  faid  :  For  what  did  Cbrift  his  Word  provide, 
Jf  ftiil  his  Church  muft  want  a  living  Guide  ? 
And  if  all  faving  Do&rines  are  not  there, 
Or  facred  Pen-men  cou'd  not  make 'em  clear, 
From  after-ages  we  fhou'd  hope  in  vain 
For  truths,  which  Men  infpir'd  cou'd  not  explain.. 

Before 
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Before  the  Word  was  written,  faid  the  Hind, 
Our  Saviour  preach'd  his  Faith  to  human  Kind  : 
From  his  Apoftles  the  firft  Age  received 
Eternal  truth,  and  what  they  taught  believ'd. 
Thus  by  Tradition  Faith  was  planted  firft  ; 
Succeeding  Flocks  fucceeding  Pallors  nurs'd. 
This  was  the  way  our  wife  Redeemer  chofe,  ^ 

( Who  fure  could  all  things  for  the  beft  difpofe) 
To  fence  his  Fold  from  their  encroaching  Foes.  3 

He  cou'd  have  writ  himfelf,  but  well  forefaw 
Th'  event  wou'd  be  like  that  of  Me/es*  Law  ; 
Some  difference  wou'd  arife,  fome  doubts  remain, 
Likethofe,  which  yet  the  jarring  Jews  maintain. 
No  written  Laws  can  be  fo  plain,  fo  pure, 
But  Wit  may  glofs-,  and  Malice  may  obfcure; 
Not  thofe  indited  by  his  firit  Command, 
A  Prophet  grav'd  the  Text,  an  Angel  held  his  Hand. 
Thus  Faith  was  ere  the  written  Word  appear'd, 
And  Men  believ'd,  not  what  they  read,  but  heard. 
But  fince'th*  Apollles  cou'd  not  beconfin'd 
To  thefe,  or  thofe,  but  feverally  defign'd 
Their  large  Commiffion  round  the  World  to  blow ; 
To  fpread  their  Faith,  they  fpread  their  Labours  too. 
Yet  ftill  their  abfent  Flock  their  Pains  did  fhare; 
They  hearken'd  ftill,  for  Love  produces  Care. 
And  as  miftakes  arofe,  or  difcords  fell, 
Or  bold  Seducers  taught  *em  to  Rebel, 
As  Charity  grew  cold,  or  Faction  hot, 
Or  long  neglecT:  their  Leflbns  had  forgot, 
For  all  their  Wants  they  wifely  did  provide, 
And  Preaching  by  Epiftles  was  fupply'd  : 
So  great  Phyficians  cannot  all  attend, 
But  fome  they  vifit,  and  to  fome  they  fend. 

Yet 
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Yet  all  thofe  Letters  were  not  writ  to  all ; 

Nor  firft  intended  but  occafional, 

Their  abfent  Sermons ;  nor  if  they  contain 

All  needful  Do&rines,  are  thofe  Doftrines  plain. 

Clearnefs  by  frequent  Preaching  muft  be  wrought; 

They  writ  but  feldom,  but  they  daily  taught. 

And  what  one  Saint  has  faid  of  holy  Pau/9 

He  darkly  writ,  is  true  apply rd  to  all. 

For  this  obfcurity  cou'd  Heaven  provide 

More  prudently  than  by  a  living  Guide, 

As  doubts  arofe,  the  difference  to  decide  ? 

A  Guide  was  therefore  needful,  therefore  made; 

And,  if  appointed,  fure  to  be  obeyed. 

Thus,  with  due  Reverence  to  th'  Apoftles  writ, 

By  which  my  Sons  are  taught,  to  which  fubmit  ; 

1  think,  thole  truths,  their  facred  Works  contain, 

The  Church  alone  can  certainly  explain  ; 

That  following  Ages,  leaning  on  the  part, 

May  reft  upon  the  Primitive  at  laft. 

Nor  wou'd  I  thence  the  Word  no  Rule  infer, 

But  none  without  the  Church-interpreter. 

Becaufe,  as  I  have  urg'd  before,  'tis  mute, 

And  is  it  felf  the  fubjecl:  of  difpute. 

gut  what  th1  Apoftles  their  SuccelTors  taught, 

They  to  the  next,  from  them  to  us  is  brought, 

Th'  undoubted  Senfe  which  is  in  Scripture  fought. 

From  hence  the  Church  is  arm'd,  when  Errors  rife, 

To  flop  their  Entrance,  and  prevent  furprife  ; 

And,  fafe  entrenchM  within,  her  Foes  without  defies. 

By  thefe  all  feftring  fores  her  Councils  heal, 

Which  time  or  has  difclos'd,  or  mall  reveal ; 

For  Difcord  cannot  end  without  a  laft  appeal. 

Nor  can  a  Council  national  decide, 

But  with  Subordination  to  her  Guide: 

{ [  wilh  the  Caufe  were  on  that  iffue  try'd, ) 

Much 
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Much  lefs  the  Scripture  ;  for  fuppofe  debate 
Betwixt  Pretenders  to  a  fair  Eftate, 
Bequeathed  by  Tome  Legator's  laft  intent ; 
( Such  is  our  dying  Saviour's  Teftament : ) 
The  will  is  prov'd,  is  openrd,  and  is  read  ; 
The  doubtful  Heir^  their  diff 'ring  Titles  plead  ; 
All  vouch  the  Words  their  int'reft  to  maintain, 
And  each  pretends  by  thofe  his  Caufe  is  plain. 
Shall  then  the  Tellament  award  the  right  ? 
No,  that's  the  Hungary  for  which  they  fight ; 
The  Field  of  Battle,  fubjett  of  debate  ; 
The  thing  contended  for,  the  fair-  Eicate, 
The  Senfe  is  intricate,  'tis  only  clear 
What  Vowels  and  what  Confonants  are  there. 
Therefore  'tis  plain,  its  meaning  mufl  be  try'd 
Before  fome  Judge  appointed  to  decide. 

Suppofe  (the fair  Apoftate  faid)  I  grant, 
The  faithful  Flock  fome  living  Guide  mould  want, 
Your  Arguments  an  endlefs  chace  purfue  : 
Produce  this  vaunted  Leader  to  our  View, 
This  mighty  Mofes  of  the  chofen  Crew. 

The  Dame,  who  faw  her  fainting  Foe  retir'd, 
With  force  renew'd,  to  Vi&ory  aipir'd  j 
And,  looking  upward  to  her  kindred  Sky, 
As  once  our  Saviour  own'd  his  Deity, 
Pronounc'd  his  Words  —  Jhe  whomye  feek  am  I. 
Nor  lefs  amaz'd  this  Voice  the  Panther  heard, 
Than  were  thofe  Je<w*  to  hear  a  God  declar'd. 
Then  thus  the  Matron  modeftly  renew'd  : 
Let  all  your  Prophets  and  their  Sedls  be  view'd, 
And  fee  to  which  of  *em  your  felves  think  fit 
The  Conduct  of  your  Conicience  to  fubmit : 
Each  Profelyte  wou'd  Vote  his  Dodlor  beft, 
With  abfolute  Exclufion  to  the  reft : 

Thus 


\ 
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Thus  wou'd  your  Polijh  Diet  difagree, 

And  end  as  it  began  in  Anarchy  : 

Your  felf  the  faireft  for  Election  ftand, 

Becaufe  you  feem  Crown-  G  en'  ral  of  the  Land  : 

But  foon  againft  your  fuperilitious  Lawn 

Some  Prefbyterian  Sabre  would  be  drawn  : 

In  your  eftablifh'd  Laws  of  Sov'reignty 

The  reft  fome  fundamental  Flaw  wou'd  fee, 

And  call  Rebellion  Gofpel-  liberty. 

To  Church-  decrees  your  Articles  require 

Submiffion  mollify  'd,  if  not  entire. 

Homage  deny'd,  to  Cenfures  you  proceed  s 

But  when  Curtana  will  not  do  the  Deed, 

You  lay  that  pointiefs  Clergy-  weapon  by, 

And  to  the  Laws,  your  Sword  of  Juftice,  fly. 

Now  this  your  Se&s  the  more  unkindly  take 

(  Thofe  prying  Varlets  hit  the  blots  you  make  ) 

Becaufe  fome  ancient  Friends  of  yours  declare, 

Your  only  rule  of  Faith  the  Scriptures  are, 

Interpreted  by  Men  of  Judgment  found, 

Which  ev'ry  Sed  will  for  themfelves  expound  ;. 

Nor  think  lefs  rev'rence  to  their  Doctors  due 

For  found  Interpretation,  than  to  you. 

If  then,  by  able  Heads,  are  underftood 

Your  Brother  Prophets,  who  reform'd  abroad  ; 

Thofe  able  Heads  expound  a  wifer  way, 

That  their  own  Sheep  their  Shepherd  fliould  obey, 

But  if  you  mean  your  felves  are  only  found, 

That  Dodlrijje  tarns  the  Reformation  round, 

And  all  the  reft  are  falfe  Reformers  found  ; 

Becaufe  in  fundry  Points  you  ftand  alone, 

Not  in  Communion  join'd  with  any  one  ; 

And  therefore  muft  be  all  the  Church,  or  none. 


Then, 
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Then,  'till  you  have  agreed  whofe  Judge  is  beft, 

Againft  this  forc'd  Submiflion  they  proteft  : 

While  Sounet'and  Sound  a  different  Senfe  explains, 

Both  play  at  Hard-head  'till  they  break  their  Brains ; 

And  from  their  Chairs  each  other's  force  defy, 

While  unregarded  Thunders  vainly  fly. 

I  pafs  the  reft,  becaufe  your  Church  alone 

Of  all  Ufurpers  beft  cou'd  fill  the  Throne. 

But  neither  you,  nor  any  Seel  befide, 

For  this  high  Office  can  be  qualify'd, 

With  neceflary  Gifts  requir'd  in  fuch  a  Guide. 

For  that,   which  mull  direcl  the  whole,  muft  be 

Bound  in  one  Bond  of  Faith  and  Unity  : 

But  all  your  fev'ral  Churches  difagree. 

The  Confulfiantiating  Church  and  Prieft 

Refufe  Communion  to  the  Calvinift  : 

The  French  Reform'd  from  Preaching  you  reflrain,     Tf 

Becaufe  you  judge  their  Ordination  vain  ;         [dain.  V 

And  fo  they  judge  of  yours,  but  Donors  muft  Or-  3 

In  fhort,  in  Doclrine,  or  in  Difcipline, 

Not  one  Reform'd  can  with  another  join  : 

But  all  from  each,  as  from  Damnation,  fly  ; 

No  Union  they  pretend,  but  in  Non-Popery  : 

Nor,  ihould  their  Members  in  a  Synod  meet, 

CouM  any  Church  prefume  to  mount  the  Seat, 

Above  the  reft,  their  Difcords  to  decide  ; 

None  wou'd  obey,  but  each  wou'd  be  the  Guide : 

And  Face  to  Face  Diflenilons  wou'd  increafe ; 

For  only  diftance  now  preferves  the  Peace. 

All  in  their  turns  Accufers,  and  Accus'd  : 

Babel  was  never  half  fo  much  confused  : 

What  one  can  plead,  the  reft  can  plead  as  well ; 

For  amongft  Equals  lies  no  laft  appeal, 

And  all  confefs  themfelves  are  fallible. 

Now 
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Now  fmce  you  grant  fome  neceftary  Guide, 

All  who  can  err  are  juftly  laid  afide  : 

Becaufe  a  Truft  fo  facred  to  confer 

Shews  want  of  fuch  a  fure  Interpreter  ; 

And  how  can  he  be  needful  who  can  err  ? 

Then  granting  that  unerring  Guide  we  want, 

That  fuch  there  is  you  {land  oblig'd  to  grant  : 

Our  Saviour  elfe  were  wanting  to  fupply 

Our  Needs,  and  obviate  that  Neceffity. 

It  then  remains,  that  Church  can  only  be 

The  Guide,  which  owns  unfailing  Certainty  ; 

Or  elfe  you  flip  your  Hold,  and  change  your  Side, 

Relapfmg  from  a  neceflary  Guide. 

But  this  annex'd  Condition  of  the  Crown,  p 

Immunity  from  Errors,  you  difown  ;         [ons  down.  £ 

Here  then  you  {brink,  and  lay  your  weak  Pretenfi-^ 

For  petty  Royalties  you  raife  debate;  } 

But  this  unfailing  Univerfal  State  r 

You  fhun  ;  Nor  dare  fucceed  to  fuch  a  glorious  Weight;  J 

And  for  that  Caufe  thofe  Promises  dtteft, 

With  which  our  Saviour  did  his  Church  inveft ; 

But  ftrive  t'  evade,  and  fear  to  find  *em  true, 

As  confcious  theyjwere  never  meant  to  you  : 

All  which  the  Mother  Church  afferts  her  own, 

And  with  unrival'd  Claim  afcends  the  Throne. 

So  when  of  old  th'  Almighty  Father  fate 

In  Council,  to  redeem  our  ruin'd  State, 

Millions  of  Millions,  at  a  diftance  round,  7 

Silent  the  facred  Confillory  crown'd,  [pound:  £ 

To  hear  what  Mercy,  mixt  with  Juftice,  cou'd  pro-  •* 

All  prompt,  with  eager  Pity,  to  fulfil 

The  full  extent  of  their  Creator's  Will. 

But  when  the  ftern  Conditions  were  declar*d, 

A  mournful  Whifper  thro*  the  Hofl  was  heard, 

And 
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And  the  whok  Hierarchy,  with  Heads  hung  down, 
Submiflively  declin'd  the  pond'rous  proiFer'd  Crown. 
Then,  not  'till  then,  th'  eternal  Son  from  high 
Rofe  in  the  iirength  of  all  the  Deity  ; 
Stood  forth  t'  accept  the  Terms,  and  underwent 
A  weight,  which  all  the  Frame  of  Heaven  had  bent, 
Nor  he  himfelf  courd  bear,  but  as  Omnipotent. 
Now,  to  remove  the  leaft  remaining  Doubt, 
That  e'en  the  blear- ey'd  Seels  may  find  her  out, 
Behold  what  heav'nly  Rays  adorn  her  Brows, 
What  from  his  Wardrobe  her  Belov'd  allows 
To  deck  the  Wedding  day  of  his  unfpotted  Spoufe. 
Behold  what  marks  of  Majelty  me  brings  ; 
Richer  than  ancient  Heirs  of  Eaftern  Kings  : 
Her  right  Hand  holds  the  Sceptre  and  the  Keys, 
To  mew  whom  me  commands,  and  who  obeys : 
With  thefe  to  bind,  or  fet  the  Sinner  free, 
With  that  t'  aflert  Spiritual  Royalty. 

*  One  in  her  felf,  not  rent  by  Schifm,  but  found, 
Entire,  one  folid  mining  Diamond  : 
Not  Sparkles  fliatter'd  into  Setts  like  you  : 
One  is  the  Church,  and  muil  be  to  be  true  : 

One  central  Principle  of  Unity.          -m 

As  undivided,  fo  from  Errors  free, 

As  one  in-  Faith,  fo  one  in  Sanctity. 

Thus  me,  and  none  but  me,  th'  infulting  Rage 

Of  Hereticks  oppos'd  from  Age  to  Age : 

Still  when  the  Giant-brood  invades  her  Throne, 

She  itoops  from  Heaven,  and  meets  'em  half  way 
down, 

And  with  paternal  Thunder  vindicates  her  Crown. 


*  Marly  »f  the  Catholick  Chttrth  from  the  Nicene  Cre ed» 

But 


\ 
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But  like  Egyptian  Sorcerers  you  ftand, 
And  vainly  lift  aloft  your  Magick  Wand, 
To  fweep  away  the  Swains  of  Vermin  from  the  Land : 
You  cou'd  like  them,  with  like  infernal  Force, 
Produce  the  Plague,  but  not  arreft  the  Courfe. 
But  when  the  Boils  and  Blotches,  with  difgrace 
And  publick  Scandal,  (at  upon  the  Face, 
Themfelves  attack'd,  the  Magi  ftrove  no  more, 
They  faw  God's  Finger,  and  their  Fate  deplore  j 
Themfelves  they  cou'd  not  cure  of  thedifhoneft  Sore. 
Thus  one,  thus  pure,  behold  her  largely  fpread, 
Like  the  fair  Ocean  from  her  Mother-Bed  ; 
From  Eaft  to  Weft  triumphantly  me  Rides, 
All  Shores  are  waterM  by  her  wealthy  Tides. 
The  Gofpel-found,  diffus'd  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
Where  Winds  can  carry,  and  where  Waves  can  roll, 
The  felf  fame  Dodrineof  the  facred  Page 
Convey'd  to  ev'ry  Clime,  in  ev'ry  Age. 

Here  let  my  Sorrow  give  my  Satire  place, 
To  raife  new  Blufhes  on  my  Britifo  Race  ; 
Our  failing  Ships  like  common-Sewers  we  ufe, 
And  thro'  our  diftant  Colonies  diffufe 
The  Draught  of  Dungeons,  and  the  Stench  of  Stews 
Whom,  when  their  home-bred  Honefty  is  loft, 
iVe  difembogue  on  fome  far  Indian  Coaft  : 
Thieves,  Pandars,  *  Paillards,  Sins  cf  ev'ry  fort; 
Thofe  are  the  Manufactures  we  export ; 
And  thefe  the  Mijjioners  our  zeal  has  made  : 
For,   with  my  Country's  Pardon  be  it  faid, 
Religion  is  the  leaft  of  all  our  Trade. 

Ytt  fome  improve  their  Trafftck  more  than  we  ; 
For  they  on  Gain,  their  only  God,  rely, 
And  fet  a  publick  price  on  Piety. 


\ 
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Induftrious  of  the  Needle  and  the  Chart, 

They  run  full  fail  to  their  Japan  tan  Mart  ; 

Prevention  fear,  and,  prodigal  of  Fame,  } 

Sell  all  of  Chriflian  to  the  very  Name ; 

Nor  leave  enough  of  that,  to  hide  their  naked  Shame.  3 

Thus,  of  three  Marks,  which  in  the  Creed  we  view, 
Not  one  of  all  can  be  apply'd  to  you : 
Much  lefs  the  fourth  ;  in  vain,  alas  !  you  feek 
Th'  ambitious  Title  of  Apoftolick  : 
God-like  defcent !  'tis  well  your  Blood  can  be 
Prov'd  noble,  in  the  third  or  fourth  degree  : 
For  all  of  ancient  that  you  had  before, 
(I  mean  what  is  not  borrow'd  from  our  Store) 
Was  Error  fulminated  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Old  Herefies  condemn' d  in  Ages  patt, 
By  care  and  time  recover'd  from  the  blaft. 

'Tis  faid  with  eafe,  but  never  can  be  prov'd, 
The  Church  her  old  Foundations  has  remov'd, 
And  built  new  Doctrines  on  unftable  Sands : 
Judge  that,  ye  Winds  and  Rains ;  you  prov'd  her,  yet 

me  Hands. 

Thofe  ancient  Doctrines  charg'd  on  her  for  new, 
Shew,  when,  and  how,  and  from  what  Hands  they  grew. 
We  claim  no  Pow'r,  when  Herefies  grow  bold, 
To  Coin  new  Faith,  but  Hill  declare  the  old. 
How  elfe  cou'd  that  obfcene  Difeafe  be  purg'd, 
When  controverted  Texts  are  vainly  urg'd  ? 
To  prove  Tradition  new,  there's  fomewhat  more 
Requir'd,  than  faying,  'twas  not  us'd  before. 
Thofe  monumental  Arms  are  never  ftirr'd, 
'Tilt  Schifm  or  Herefy  call  down  Goliath's  Sword. 

Thus,  what  you  call  Corruptions,  are,  in  truth, 


The  firft  Plantations  of  the  Gofpei's  youth  ; 


Old 
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Old  ftandard  Faith  :  But  caft  your  Eyes  again, 
And  view  thofe  Errors  which  new  Seels  maintain, 
Or  which   of   old   difturb'd   the   Church's  peaceful; 

Reign ; 

And  we  can  point  each  Period  of  the  time, 
When  they  began,  and  who  begot  the  Crime; 
Can  calculate  how  long  th'  Eclipfe  endur'd, 
Who  interpos'd,  what  Digits  were  obfcur'd  : 
Of  all  which  are  already  pafs'd  away, 
We  know  the  rife,  the  progrefs,  and  decay. 
Defpair  at  our  Foundations  then  to  ftrike, 
'Till  you  can  prove  your  Faith  Apoftolick; 
A  limpid  Stream  drawn  from  the  native  Source  ; 
Succeflion  lawful  in  a  lineal  Courfe. 
Prove  any  Church,  oppos'd  to  this  our  Head, 
So  one,  fo  pure,  fo  unconfin'dly  fpread, 
Under  one  Chief  of  the  fpiritual  State, 
The  Members  all  combined,  and  all  fubordinate. 
Shew  fuch  a  feamlefs  Coat,  from  Schifm  fo  free, 
In  no  Communion  join'd  with  Herefy. 
If  iuch  a  one  you  find,  let  Truth  prevail  :  "\ 

*  Till  when  your  Weights  will  in  the  Balance  fail  :       > 
A  Church  unprincipled  kicks  up  the  Scale.  3 

But  if  you  cannot  think  (nor  fure  you  can 
Suppofe  in  God  what  were  unjuft  in  Man) 
That  he,  the  Fountain  of  eternal  Grace,  •% 

Should  fufFer  Falfliood,  for  To  long  a  fpace,  C 

To  banilh  Truth,  and  to  ufurp  her  place  :  $ 

That  fev'n  fuccefiive  Ages  mould  be  loft, 
And  preach  Damnation  at  their  proper  Coft ; 
That  all  your  erring  Anceflors  ihould  die, 
Drown'd  in  th'  Abyfs  of  deep  Idolatry  : 
If  Piety  forbid  fuch  Thoughts  to  rife. 
Awake,  and  open  your  unwilling  Eyes : 

God 


[done.  ?• 
orkis3 
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God  hath  left  nothing  for  each  Age  undone, 
From  this  to  that  wherein  he  fent  his  Son  : 
Then  think  but  well  of  him,  and  half  your  Work 
See  how  his  Church,  adorn' d  with  ev'ry  Grace, 
With  open  Arms,  a  kind  forgiving  Face, 
Stands  ready  to  prevent  her  long-loll  Son's  embrace. 
Not  more  did  Jofepb  o'er  his  Brethren  weep, 
Nor  lefs  himfelf  cou'd  from  difcovery  keep, 
When  in  the  crowd  of  Suppliants  they  were  feen, 
And  in  their  Crew  his  belt- beloved  Benjamin. 
That  pious  Jofeph  in  the  Church  behold, 
To  feed  your  Famine,  and  refufe  your  Gold  ;  * 
Thejofepb  you  exii'd,  the  Jofepbwhom  you  fold. 
Thus,  while  with  heav'nly  Charity  me  fpoke, 
A  fbeaming  Blaze  the  filent  Shadows  broke  ; 
Snot  from  the  Skies  ;  A  chearful  azure  Light : 
The  Birds  obfcene  to  Foreib  wing'd  their  flight, 
And   gaping  Graves  receiv'd  tiie  wand'ring  guilty 

Spright. 

Such  were  the  pleafing  Triumphs  of  the  Sky, 
For  James  his  late  Nocturnal  Victory ; 
The  Pledge  of  his  Almighty  Patron's  Love, 
The  Fire- works  which  his  Angels  made  above. 
f  T  faw  my  felf  the  lambent  eafy  Light 
Gild  the  brown  Horror,  and  difpel  the  Night  : 
The  Meflenger  with  fpeed  the  Tidings  bore  ; 
News,  which  three  lab'ring  Nations  didreftore; 
But  KeavVs  own  Nuntius  was  arriv'd  before. 

By  this,  the  Hind  had  reach' d  her  lonely  Cell, 
And  Vapours  rofe,  and  Dews  unwholfom  fell. 


\ 
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•f-  Poeta  loquitur, 

When 
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When  fhe,  by  frequent  Obfervation  Wife, 

As  one  who  long  on  Heav'n  had  fix'd  her  Eyes, 

Difcern'd  a  change  of  Weather  in  the  Skies. 

The  Weftern  Borders  were  with  Crimfon  fpread, 

The  Moon  defcending  look'd  all  flaming  red ; 

She  thought  good  Manners  bound  her  to  invite 

The  Stranger  Dame  to  be  her  Gueft  that  Night. 

'Tis  true,  coarfe  Diet,  and  a  fhort  Repaft, 

(She  faid)  were  weak  Inducements  to  the  tafte 

Of  one  fo  nicely  bred,  and  fo  unus'd  to  faft : 

But  what  plain  fare  her  Cottage  cou'd  afford, 

A  hearty  welcome  at  a  homely  board, 

Was  freely  hers  ;  and,  to  fupply  the  reft, 

An  honeft  Meaning,  and  an  open  Breaft : 

Laft,  with  Content  of  Mind,  the  poor  Man's  Weakh, 

A  grace  cup  to  their  common  Patron's  Health. 

This  fhe  defir'd  her  to  accept,  and  flay, 

For  fear  fhe  might  be  wilder'd  in  her  way, 

Becaufe  fhe  wanted  an  unerring  Guide, 

And  then  the  Dew  drops  on  her  filken  Hide 

Her  tender  Conftitution  did  declare, 

Too  Lady-like  a  long  fatigue  to  bear, 

And  rough  Inclemencies  of  raw  nocturnal  Air. 

But  moft  fhe  fear'd  that,  travelling  fo  late, 

Some  evil-minded  Beafts  might  lie  in  wait, 

And  without  witnefs  wreak  their  hidden  hate. 

The  Panther,  though  fhe  lent  a  lift'ning  Ear, 
Had  more  of  Lion  in  her  than  to  fear  : 
Yet  wifely  weighing,  fince  fhe  had  to  deal 
With  many  Foes,  their  numbers  might  prevail, 
Return'd  her  all  the  thanks  fhe  cou'd  afford  5 
And  took  her  friendly  Hoftefs  at  her  word : 
Who  ent'ring  firft  her  Jowly  Roof,  a  Shed 
With  hoary  Mofs,  and  winding  Ivy  fpread, 
Honeft  enough  to  hide  an  humble  Hermit's  head, 

VOL.  I.  O  Thus 
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Thus  graciouily  bcfpoke  her  welcome  Gueft  :  ~) 

So  might  thefe  Walls,  with  your  fair  Prefence  bleft,     >" 

Eecome  your  dwelling-place  of  everlafting  reft  ;          J 

Not  for  a  Night,  or  quick  revolving  Year, 

Welcome  an  owner,  not  a  fojourner. 

This  peaceful  Seat  my  Poverty  fecures ; 

War  feldom  enters  but  where  Wealth  allures : 

Nor  yet  defpife  it  ;  for  this  poor  abode 

Has  oft  receiv'd,  and  yet  receives  a  God  ; 

A  God  Victorious  of  a  Stygian  race 

Here  laid  his  facred  Limbs,  and  fandified  the  place. 

This  mean  retreat  did  mighty  Pan  contain  ; 

Be  emulous  of  him,  and  pomp  difdain, 

And  dare  not  to  debafe  your  Soul  to  Gain. 

The  filent  Stranger  flood  amaz'd  to  fee 
Contempt  of  Wealth,  and  wilful  Poverty  : 
And,  though  ill  Habits  are  not  foon  controui'd, 
A  while  fufpended  her  deiire  of  Gold. 
But  civilly  drew  in  her  fharpenM  Paws, 
Not  violating  hofpitable  Laws, 
And  pacify'd  her  Tail,  and  lick'd  her  frothy  Jaws. 

The  Hind  did  firft  her  Country  Cates  provide ; 
Then  couch'd  her  felf  fecurely  by  her  fide. 

fbe  THIRD    PART. 

MUCH  Malice  mingled  with-  a  little  Wit, 
Perhaps,  may  cenfure  this  myflerious  Writ  : 
Becaufe  the  Mufe  has  peopled  Cahdon          [known, 
With  Panthers,  Bears,  and  Wolves,  and  Eeaits  un- 
As  if  we  were  not  flock'd  with  Moniters  of  our  own. 
Let  Mfop  anfwer,  who  has  fet  to  view 
Such  kinds  as  Greece  and  Phrygla  never  knew; 
And  Mother  Hubbard,  in  her  homely  drefs, 
Has  fharply  blam'd  a  Britijh  Lionefr, 

That 
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That  Queen,  whofe  Feaft  the  faftious  Rabble  keep, 
Expos'd  obfcenely  naked  and  afleep. 
Led  by  thofe  great  Examples,  may  not  I 
The  wanted  Organs  of  their  Words  fupply  ? 
If  Men  tranfadt  like  Brutes,  'cis  equal  then 
For  Brutes  to  claim  the  privilege  of  Men. 

Others  our  Hind  of  folly  will  indite, 
To  entertain  a  dang'rous  Gueft  by  Night. 
Let  thofe  remember,  that  me  cannot  die 
''Till  rolling  Time  is  loft  in  round  Eternity  ; 
Nor  need  me  fear  the  Panther,  though  untam'd, 
Bccauie  the  Lions  peace  was  now  proclaimed : 
The  wary  Savage  wou'd  not  give  offence, 
To  forfeit  the  Protection  of  her  Prince* 
But  watch'd  the  time  her  Vengeance  to  compleat, 
When  all  her  furry  Sons  in  frequent  Senate  met. 
Mean-while  (he  quench1  d  her  fury  at  the  Flood, 
And  with  a  Lenten  fallad  cool'd  her  Blood. 
Their  Commons,  though  but  coarfe,  were  nothing  fcant, 
Nor  did  their  Minds  an  equal  Banquet  want. 

For  now  the  Hind,  whofe  noble  Nature  ftrove 
T'  exprefs  her  plain  fimplicity  of  Love, 
Did  all  the  honours  of  her  Houfe  fo  well, 
No  fharp  Debates  diflurb'd  the  friendly  Meal. 
She  turn'd  the  talk,  avoiding  that  extreme, 
To  common  Dangers  paft,  a  fadly-pleafing  Theme ; 
Remembring  ev'ry  Storm  which  tofs'd  the  State, 
When  both  were  Objects  of  the  publick  hate, 
And  dropta  Tear  betwixt,  for  her  own  Childrens  fate. 

Nor  fail'd  me  then  a  full  review  to  make 
Of  what  the  Panther  fufferM  for  her  fake  : 
Her  loft  Efteem,  her  Truth,  her  Loyal  Care, 
Her  Faith  unmaken  to  an  exil'd  Heir, 
Her  Strength  t'endure,  her  Courage  to  defy ; 
Her  choice  of  honourable  Infamy. 

O  2  Q* 
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On  thefe,  prolixly  thankful,  Ihe  enlarg'd  ; 
Then  with  acknowledgments  her  felf  Ihe  charg'd  j 
For  Friendfhip,  of  it  felf  an  holy  tie, 
Is  made  more  facred  by  adverfity. 
Now  mould  they,  part,  malicious  Tongues  wou'd  fay, 
They  met  like  chance  Companions  on  the  way, 
Whom  mutual  Fear  of  Robbers  had  pofief&'d  ; 
While  danger  lafled,  kindnefs  was  profefs'd  ; 
But,  that  once  o'er,  the  fhort-liv'd  Union  ends : 
The  Road  divides,  and  there  divide  the  Friends. 

The  Panther  nodded  when  her  Speech  was  done, 
And  thank'd  her  coldly  in  a  hollow  Tone : 
But  faid,  her  Gratitude  had  gone  too  far 
For  common  Offices  of  Chriilian  Care. 
Jf  to  the  lawful  Heir  me  had  been  true, 
She  paid  but  Cafar  what  was  C<?fars  due, 
I  might,  me  added,  with  like  praife  defcribe 
Your  fuff'ring  Sons,  and  fo  return  your  Bribe  : 
But  Incenfe  from  my  Hands  is  poorly  priz'd  ; 
For  Gifts  are  fcorn'd  where  Givers  are  defpis'd. 
I  ferv'd  a  Turn,  and  then  was  caft  away  ;  1 

You,  like  the  gawdy  Fly,  your  Wings  difplay,  ?• 

'And  fip  theSweets,and  bafk  in  yourGreat  Patron 'sDay.  J 

This  heard,  the  Matron  was  not  flow  to  find 
What  fort  of  Malady  had  feiz'd  her  Mind : 
Difdain,  with  gnawing  Envy,  fell  Defpight, 
And  canker'd  Malice,  flood  in  open  fight :  * 
Ambition,  Int'reft,  Pride  without  controul, 
And  Jealoufy,  the  Jaundice  of  the  Soul ; 
Revenge,  the  bloody  Minifter  of  111, 
With  all  the  lean  Torraenters  of  the  Will. 
'Twas  eafy  new  to  guefs  from  whence  arofe 
Her  new-made  Union  with  her  ancient  Foes, 
Her  forc'd  Civilities,  her  faint  Embrace, 
Aflfefted  Kindnefs  with  an  alter'd  Face  : 

Yet 
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Yet  durft  (he  not  too  deeply  probe  the  Wound, 
As  hoping  ftill  the  nobler  Parts  were  found  : 
But  ftrove  with  Anodynes  t'  affwage  the  Smart, 
And  mildly  thus  her  Med'cine  did  impart. 

Complaints  of  Lovers  help  to  eafe  their  Pain  ; 
It  mows  a  Reft  of  Kindnefs  to  complain  ; 
A  Friendfliip  loth  to  quit  its  former  Hold  ; 
And  confcious  Merit  may  be  juftly  bold. 
But  much  more  juft  your  Jealoufy  would  fhew, 
If  others  Good  were  Injury  to  you  : 
Witnefs,  ye  Heav'ns,  how  I  rejoice  to  fee 
Rewarded  Worth,  and  rifing  Loyalty. 
Your  Warrior  Offspring  that  upheld  the  Crown,, 
The  fcarlet  Honour  of  your  peaceful  Gown, 
Are  the  moft  pleafing  Objects  I  can  find, 
Charms  to  my  Sight,  and  Cordials  to  my  Mind : 
When  Virtue  fpooms  before  a  profperous  Gale, 
My  heaving  Wilhes  help  to  fill  the  Sail  ; 
And  if  my  Pray'rs  for  all  the  Brave  were  heard, 
Cafar  mould  ftill  have  fuch,  and  fuch  mould  ftill  reward. 

The  laboured  Earth  your  Pains  have  fow'd  and  tUFd  ; 
'Tis  juft  you  reap  the  Product  of  the  Field  : 
Your's  be  the  Harveft,  'tis  the  Beggars  gain 
To  glean  the  Fallings  of  the  loaded  Wain. 
Such  fcatter'd  Ears  as  are  not  worth  your  Care, 
Your  Charity  for  Alms  may  fafely  fpare, 
For  Alms  are  but  the  Vehicles  of  Pray'r. 
My  daily  Bread  is  litt'rally  implor'd  ; 
I  have  no  Barns  nor  Granaries  to  hoard. 
If  Ctefar  to  his  own  his  Hand  extends,  T) 

Say,  which  of  yours  his  Charity  offends  :      [Friends.  S 
You   know   he  largely  gives  to  more  than  are  hisjj 
Are  you  defrauded  when  he  feeds  the  Poor  ? 
|  Our  Mite  decreafes  nothing  of  your  Store. 

03  lam 
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I  am  but  few,  and  by  your  Fare  you  fee 

My  crying  Sins  are  not  of  Luxury. 

Some  jufter  Motive  fure  your  Mind  withdraws, 

And  makes  yoa  break  our  Friendfhip's  Holy  Laws 

For  barefacM  Envy  is  too  bafe  a  Caufe. 

Shew  more  Occafion  for  your  Difcontent ; 
Your  Love,  the  Wolf,  vvou'd  help  you  to  invent : 
Some  German  Quarrel,  or,  as  Times  go  now, 
Some  French,  where  Force  is  uppermoft,  will  do. 
When  at  the  Fountain's  Head,  as  Merit  ought 
To  claim  the  Place,  you  take  a  fwilling  Draught,. 
How  eafy  'tis  an  envious  Eye  to  throw, 
And  tax  the  Sheep  for  troubling  Streams  below  j 
Or  call  her  (when  no  farther  Caufe  you  find) 
An  Enemy  profefs'd  of  all  your  Kind. 
But  then,  perhaps,  the  wicked  World  wou'd  think, 
The  JsT^defign'd  to  eat,  as  well  as  drink. 

This  laft  Allufion  gauPd  the  Panther  more, 
Becaufe  indeed  it  rubb'd  upon  the  Sore. 
Yet  feem'd  me  not  to  winch,  tho'  mrew'dly  pain'd  : 
But  thus  her  paffive  Character  maintained. 

I  never  grudg'd,  whatever  my  Foes  report, 
Your  flaunting  Fortune  in  the  Lion's  Court. 
You  have  your  Day,  or  you  are  much  bely'd, 
But  I  am  always  on  the  Arffering  Side : 
You  know  my  Doftrine,  and  I  need  not  fay 
I  will  not,  but  I  cannot  difobey. 

On  this  firm  Principle  I  ever  Hood  ;  1 

He  of  my  Sons  who  fails  to  make  it  good,  £• 

By  one  rebellious  Adi  renounces  to  my  Blood.  3 

Ah,  faid  the  Hind,  how  many  Sons  have  you, 
Who  call  you  Mother,  whom  you  never  knew ! 
But  mod  of  them,  who  that  Relation  plead, 
Are  fuch  ungracious  Youths  as  wilh  you  dead. 

They 
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They  gape  at  rich  Revenues  which  you  hold, 
And  fain  would  nibble  at  your  Grandame  Gold  ; 
Enquire  into  your  Years,  and  laugh  to  find 
Your  crazy  Temper  mews  you  much  declin'd. 
Were  you  not  dim,  and  doted,  you  might  fee 
A  Pack  of  Cheats  that  claim  a  Pedigree, 
No  more  of  Kin  to  you,  than  you  to  me. 
Do  you  not  know,  that,  for  a  little  Coin, 
Heralds  can  foift  a  Name  into  the  Line  : 
They  afk  you  BlefTing  but  for  what  you  have, 
But  once  pofTefs'd  of  what  with  Care  you  fave, 
The  wanton  Boys  wou'd  pifsupon  your  Grave. 

Your  Sons  of  Latitude  that  court  your  Grace,          If 
Tho'  moft  refembling  you  in  Form  and  Face,  f 

Are  far  the  worft  of  your  pretended  Race.  3 

And,  but  I  blufh  your  Honefty  to  blot, 
Pray  God  you  prove  'em  lawfully  begot  : 
For,  in  fome  Popijh  Libels  I  have  read, 
The  Wolf\&s  been  too  bufy  in  your  Bed  ; 
At  leaft  her  hinder  Parts,  the  Belly- piece, 
The  Paunch,  and  all  that  Scorpio  claims,  arehi*. 
Their  Malice  too  a  fore  Sufpicion  brings; 
For  tho'  they  dare  not  bark,  they  fnarl  at  Kings  : 
Nor  blame  'em  for  intruding  in  your  Line ; 
Fat  Bimopricks  areftill  of  Right  Divine. 

Think  you,  your  new  French  Profelytes  are  come 
To  ftarve  abroad,  becaufe  they  ftarv'd  at  home  ? 
'Your  Benefices  twinkl'd  from  afar  ; 
They  found  the  new  Meffiah  by  the  Star : 
Thofe  Swifts  fight  on  any  Side  for  Pay, 
And 'tis  the  Living  that  conforms,  not  they. 
Mark  with  what  Management  their  Tribes  divide; 
Some  flick  to  you,  and  fome  to  t'other  Side, 
That  many  Churches  may  for  many  Mouths  provid 

O  4  More 


296       POEMS  on  federal  Occq/ions. 

More  vacant  Pulpits  wou'd  more  Converts  make ; 
All  wqu'd  have  Latitude  enough  to  take : 
The  reft  unbeneficed  your  Seels  maintain;  "} 

For  Ordinations  without  Cures  are  vain,  > 

And  Chamber  Practice  is  a  filent  Gain.  3 

Your  Sons  of  Breadth  at  Home  are  much  like  thefe ; 
Their  foft  and  yielding  Metals  run  with  eafe  : 
They  melt,  and  take  the  Figure  of  the  Mould  ; 
But  harden,  and  prefer ve  it  beft  in  Gold. 

Your  Delphick  Sword,  the  Panther  then  reply'd, 
Js  double-edg'd,  and  cuts  on  either  Side. 
Some  Sons  of  mine,  who  bear  upon  their  Shield 
Three  Steeples  Argent  in  a  Sable  Field, 
Have  fharply  tax'd  your  Converts,  who  un/ed 
Have  folio  w'd  you  for  Miracles  of  Bread  ; 
Such  who  themfelves  of  no  Religion  are, 
Allur'd  with  Gain,  for  any  will  declare. 
Bare  Lies  with  bold  AfTertions  they  can  face ; 
But  dint  of  Argument  is  out  of  Place. 
The  grim  Logician  puts  'em  in  a  Fright ; 
'Tis  eaiier  far  to  flouriih  than  to  fight. 
Thus  our  eighth  Henrys  Marriage  they  defame; 
They  fay,  the  Schifm  of  Beds  began  the  Game, 
Divorcing  from  the  Church  to  wed  the  Dame  : 
Tho'  largely  prov'd,  and  by  himfelf  profefs'd, 
That  Confcience,  Confcience  wou'd  not  let  him  reft : 
I  mean,  not  'till  poflefs'd  of  her  he  lov'd, 
And  old,  uncharming,  Catharine  was  remov'd. 
For  fundry  Years  before  he  did  complain, 
And  told  his  Ghoftly  Confefforhis  Pain. 
With  the  fame  Impudence,  without  a  Ground, 
They  fay,  that  look  the  Reformation  round, 
No  Treatife  of  Humility  is  found. 
But  if  none  were,  the  Gofpel  does  not  want ; 
OUF  Saviour  preach'd  it,  and  I  hope  you  grant, 
The  Sermon  on  the  Mount  was  Proteftant. 
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No  doubt,  reply'd  the  Hind,  as  fure  as  all  1 

The  Writings  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul : 
On  that  Decifion  let  it  Hand  or  fall.  3 

Now  for  my  Converts,  who,  you  fay,  unfed 
Have  followed  me  for  Miracles  of  Bread  ; 
Judge  not  by  hear-fay,  but  obferve  at  leafl, 
If,  fince  their  Change,  their  Loaves  have  been  increaft. 
The  Lion  buys  no  Converts  ;  if  he  did, 
Beafts  wou'd  be  fold  as  fail  as  he  cou'd  bid. 
Tax  thofe  of  Int'reft,   who  conform  for  Gain, 
Or  flay  the  Market  of  another  Reign  : 
Your  broad-way  Sons  wou'd  never  be  too  nice 
To  clofe  with  Calvin,  if  he  paid  their  Price ; 
But,  rais'd  three  Steeples  high'r,  wou'd  change  their  Note* 
And  quit  the  CafTock  for  the  Canting- Coat. 
Now,  if  you  damn  this  Cenfure,  as  too  bold, 
Judge  by  your  felves,  and  think  not  others  fold. 

Mean-time  my  Sons  accusM,  by  Fame's  Report, 
Pay  fmall  Attendance  at  the  Lion's  Court, 
Nor  rife  with  early  Crowds,  nor  flatter  late ; 
For  filently  they  beg  who  daily  wait. 
Preferment  is  beftow'd  that  comes  unfought ; 
Attendance  is  a  Bribe,  and  then  'tis  bought. 
How  they  fhou'd  fpeed,  their  Fortune  is  untry'd; 
For  not  to  afk,  is  not  to  be  deny'd. 
For  what  they  have,  their  God  and  King  they  blefs, 
And  hope  they  fhou'd  not  murmur,  had  they  lefs. 
But,  ifreduc'd  Subfiilence  to  implore, 
In  common  Prudence  they  wou'd  pafs  your  Door. 
Unpity'd  Hudilrafs,  your  Champion  Friend, 
Has  fhewn  how  far  your  Charities  extend. 
This  lading  Verfe  mall  on  his  Tomb  be  read, 
He  foam*  d  you  living,  and  upbraids  you  dead. 

With  odious  Atheift  Names  you  load  your  Foes 
Your  liberal  Clergy  why  did  I  expofe  ?  • 
It  never  fails  in  Charities  like  thofe. 
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In  Climes  where  true  Religion  is  profefs'd, 

That  Imputation  were  no  laughing  Jeft. 

Buc  Imprimatur,  with  a  Chaplain's  Name, 

Is  here  fufficient  Licence  to  defame. 

What  Wonder  is'c  that  Wack  Detraction  thrives  j       1 

The  Homicide  of  Names  is  lefs  than  Lives ;  £ 

And  yet  the  perjur'd  Murderer  furvives.  3 

This  faid,  me  paused  a  little,  and  fupprefy  d 
The  boiling  Indignation  of  her  Breaft, 
She  knew  the  Virtue  of  her  Blade,  nor  wou'd 
Pollute  her  Satire  with  ignoble  Blood  : 
Ker  panting  Foe  me  faw  before  her  Eye, 
And  back  me  drew  the  mining  Weapon  dry. 
So  when  the  genVous  Lion  has  in  Sight 
His  equal  Match,  he  rouzes  for  the  Fight ; 
But  when  his  Foe  lies  proftrate  on  the  Plain, 
He  fheaths  his  Paws,  uncurls  his  angry  Mane, 
And,  pleased  with  bloodkfs  Honours  of  the  Dayr 
Walks  over,  and  difdains  th'  inglorious  Prey. 
So  James,  if  great  with  lefs  we  may  compare, 
Arrelts  his  rowiing  Thunder-bolts  in  Air  ; 
And  grants  ungrateful  Friends  a  lengthenrd  Space, 
T1  implore  the  Remnants  of  long-fuff'rirrg  Grace.   . 

This  breathing- time  the  Matron  took  ;  and  then 
Refum'd  the  Thread  of  her  Difcourfe  again. 
Be  Vengeance  wholly  left  to  Pow'rs  Divine, 
And  let  Heav'n  judge  betwixt  your  Sons  and  mine : 
If  Joys  hereafter  muft  be  purchas'd  here 
With  Lofs  of  all  that  Mortals  hold  fo  dear, 
Then  welcome  Infamy  and  publick  Shame, 
And,  laft,  a  long  Farewel  to  worldly  Fame. 
*Tis  faid  with  eafe,  but,  oh,  how  hardly  try'd  j 

By  haughty  Souls,  to  human  Honour  ty'd  ! 
O  (harp  Convulfive  Pangs  of  agonizing  Pride  !  3 

DOWQ 
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Down  then  thou  Rebel,  never  more  to  rife, 
And  what  thou  didft,  and  doit  fo  dearly  prize, 
That  Fame,  that  darling  Fame,  make  that  thy  Sacrifice.  3 
'Tis  nothing  thou  haft  giv'n,  then  add  thy  Tears 
For  a  long  Race  of  unrepenting  Years : 
'Tis  nothing  yet,  yet  all  thou  haft  to  give  j 
Then  add  thofe  maybe  Years  thou  haft  to  live : 
Yet  nothing  ftill ;  then  poor,  and  naked  come ; 
Thy  Father  will  receive  his  Unthrif t  home,      [Sum . 
And  thy  bleft  Saviour's  Blood  difcharge  the  mighty 

Thus  ((he  purfu'd)  I  difcipline  a  Son, 
Whofe  uncheck'd  Fury  to  Revenge  vvou'd  run  : 
He  champs  the  Bit,  impatient  of  his  Lofs, 
And  ftarts  afide,  and  flounders  at  the  Crofs. 
Inftruft  him  better,  gracious  God,  to  know, 
As  thine  is  Vengeance,  fo  Forgivenefs  too : 
That,  fuff'ring  from  ill  Tongues,  he  bears  no  more 
Than  what  his  Sovereign  bears,  and  what  his  Saviour  bore. 

It  now  remains  for  you  to  School  your  Child, 
And  afk  why  God's  Anointed  he  revil'd  ; 
A  King  and  Princefs  dead  !  did  Shimei  worfe  ? 
The  Curfer's  Punilhment  mould  fright  the  Curfe ; 
Your  Son  was  warn'd,  and  wifely  gave  it  o'er, 
But  he,  who  counfell'd  him,  has  paid  the  Score : 
The  heavy  Malice  cou'd  no  higher  tend, 
But  woe  to  him  on  whom  the  Weights  defcend. 
So  to  permitted  Ills  the  Daemon  flics  ; 
His  Rage  is  aim'd  at  him  who  rules  the  Skies : 
Conftrain'd  to  quit  his  Caufe,  no  Succour  found, 
The  Foe  difcharges  ev'ry  Tire  around,  - 
In  Clouds  of  Smoke  abandoning  the  Fight ; 
But  his  own  thund'ring  Peals  proclaim  his  Flight. 

In  Henry's  Change  his  Charge  as  ill  fucceeds  j 
To  that  long  Story  little  Anfwer  needs : 
Confront  but  Henrfs  Words  with  Henrfs  Deeds. 

Were 
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Were  Space  allow'd,  with  eafe  it  might  be  prov'cf, 

What  Springs  his  blefled  Reformation  mov'd. 

The  dire  Effects  appear'd  in  open  Sight,  1 

Which,  from  the  Caufe,  he  calls  a  diftant  Flight, 

.And  yet  no  larger  Leap  than  from  the  Sun  to  Light.     3 

Now  laft  your  Sons  a  double  P#an  found, 
A  Trcatife  of  Humility  is  found. 
'Tis  found,  but  better  it  had  ne'er  been  fought, 
Than  thus  in  Proteftant  Proceffion  brought. 
The  fam'd  Original  through  Spain  is  known, 
Rodriguez  work,  my  celebrated  Son, 
Which  yours,  by  ill-tranflating,  made  his  own ; 
Concealed  its  Author,  and  ufurp'd  the  Name, 
The  bafeft  and  ignoblefl  Theft  of  Fame. 
My  Altars  kindl'd  firft  that  living  Coal ; 
Reftore,  or  praftife  better  what  you  Hole  : 
That  Virtue  cou'd  this  humble  Verfe  infpire, 
'Tis  all  the  Reftitution.I  require. 

Glad  was  the  Panther  that  the  Charge  was  clos'd, 
And  none  of  all  her  fav'rite  Sons  expos'd. 

For  Laws  of  Arms  permit  each  injur'd  Man, 

To  make  himfelf  a  Saver  where  he  can. 

Perhaps  the  plunder'd  Merchant  cannot  tell 

The  Names  of  Pirates  in  whofe  Hands  he  fell  j 

But  at  the  Den  of  Thieves  he  juitly  flies, 

And  ev'ry  Algerine  is  lawful  Prize. 

No  private  Perfon  in  the  Foe's  Eftate 

Can  plead  Exemption  from  the  publick  Fate. 

Yet  Chriftian  Laws  allow  not  fuch  Redrefs; 

Then  let  the  Greater  fuperfede  the  Lefs. 

But  let  th'  Abetters  of  the  Pantkers  Crime 

Learn  to  make  fairer  Wars  another  time. 

Some  Characters  may  fure  be  found  to  write 

Among  her  Sons ;  for  'tis  ho  common  Sight, 

A  fpotced  Dam,  and  all  her  Offspring  white. 

The 
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The  Savage,  though  fhe  faw  her  Plea  controul'd, 
Yet  wou'd  not  wholly  feem  to  quit  her  Hold, 
But  offer'd  fairly  to  compound  the  Strife, 
And  judge  Converfionby  the  Convert's  Life. 
'Tis  true,  fhe  faid,  I  think  it  fomewhat  flrange, 
So  few  fhou'd  follow  profitable  Change : 
For  prefent  Joys  are  more  to  Flefh  and  Blood, 
Than  a  dull  Profpedl  of  a  diftant  good. 
'Twas  well  alluded  by  a  Son  of  mine, 
( I  hope  to  quote  him  is  not  to  purloin  ) 
Two  Magnets,  Heav'n  and  Earth,  allure  to  Blifs  £ 
The  larger  Loadftone  that,  the  nearer  this : 
The  weak  Attraction  of  the  greater  fails  ; 
We  nod  a-while,  but  neighbourhood  prevails  : 
But  when  the  greater  proves  the  nearer  too, 
I  wonder  more  your  Converts  come  fo  flow. 
Methinks  in  thofe    who  firm  with  me  remain, 
It  mows  a  nobler  Principle  than  Gain. 

Your  Inf'rence  wou'd  be  ftrong  (the  ///Wreply'd) 
If  yours  were  in  Effeft  the  fuff'ring  Side  : 
Your  Clergy's  Sons  their  own  in  Peace  pofTefs, 
Nor  are  their  Profpeds  in  Reverfion  lefs. 
My  Profelytes  are  llruck  with  awful  dread  ; 
Your  bloody  Comet-Laws  hang  blazing  o'er  their  Head  ; 
The  Refpite  they  enjoy  but  only  lent, 
The  beft  they  have  to  hope,  protracted  Punifhment. 
Be  judge  your  felf,  if  IntVeft  may  prevail, 
Which  Motives,  yours  or  mine,  will  turn  the  Scale. 
While  Pride  and  Pomp  allure,  and  plenteous  Eafe, 
That  is,  'till  Man's  predominant  Paflions  ceafe, 
Admire  no  longer  at  my  flow  increafe. 

By  Education  moft  have  been  mif-led  ; 
So  they  believe,  becaufe  they  fo  were  bred. 
The  Prieft  continues  what  the  Nurfe  began, 
And  thus  the  Child  impofes  on  the  Man. 

The 
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The  reft  I  nam'd  before,  nor  need  repeat : 
But  Int'reft  is  the  moft  prevailing  Cheat, 
The  fly  Seducer  both  of  Age  and  Youth  ; 
They  ftudy  that,  and  think  they  ftudy  Truth. 
When  Int'reft  fortifies  an  Argument, 
Weak  Reafon  ferves  to  gain  the  Will's  Aflent ; 
For  Souls,  already  warp'd,  receive  an  eafy  Bent. 
Add  long  Prefcription  of  eftablifh'd  Laws, 
And  Picque  of  Honour  to  maintain  a  Caufe, 
Andfhame  of  Change,  and  fear  of  future  111, 
And  Zeal,  the  blind  Conductor  of  the  Will  ; 
And,  chief  among  the  ftill-miftaking  Crowd, 
The  Fame  of  Teachers  obftinate  and  proud, 
And,  more  than  all,  the  private  Judge  allow'd; 
Difdain  of  Fathers,  which  the  Dance  began, 
And  laft,  uncertain  whofe  the  narrower  Span, 
The  Clown  unread,  and  half-read  Gentleman; 

To  this  the  Panther,  with  a  fcornful  Smile  : s 
Yet  ftill  you  travel  with  unwearied  Toil, 
And  range  around  the  Realm  without  controul,    •         ) 
Among  my  Sons,  for  Profelytes  to  prowl,  > 

And  here  and  there  you  fnap  fome  filly  Soul.  J 

You  hinted  Fears  of  future  Change  in  State  ; 
Pray  Heaven  you  did  net  Prophefy  your  Fate. 
Perhaps,  you  think  your  time  of  triumph  near,          "1 
But  may  miftake  the  Seafon  of  the  Year  ;  p 

The  Swallow's  Fortune  gives  you  caufe  to  fear.         J 

For  Charity  (reply 'd  the  Matron)  tell 
What  fad  Mifchance  thofe  pretty  Birds  befel. 

Nay,  no  Mifchance,  (the  Savage  Dame  reply 'dj     p 
But  want  of  Wit  in  their  unerring  Guide,  ^ 

And  eager  Hafte,  and  gaudy  Hopes,  and  giddy  Pride.  ^ 
Yet,  wifhing  timely  Warning  may  prevail, 
Make  you  the  Moral,  and  I'll  tell  the  Tale. 

The  Swallow,  privileg'd  above  the  reft 
Of  all  the  Birds,  as  Man's  familiar  Gueft,  P«> 
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Purfues  the  Sun,  in  Summer,  brifc  and  bold, 
Bat  wifely  muris  the  perfecting  Cold  : 
Is  well  to  'Chancels  and  to  Chimnies  known, 
Though  'tis  not  thought  (lie  feeds  on  Smoke  alone. 
From  hence  me  has  been  held  of  Heav'nly  Line, 
Endu'd  with  Particles  of  Soul  Divine. 
This  merry  Chorifter  had  long  poflefs'd 
Her  Summer  Seat,  and  feather'd  well  her  Neft : 
Till  frowning  Skies  began  to  change  their  Chear, 
And  Time  turn'd  up  the  wrong  Side  of  the  Yearj 
The  fhedding  Trees  began  the  Ground  to  ftrow 
With  yellow  Leaves,  and  bitter  Blafts  to  blow. 
Sad  Auguries  of  Winter  thence  (he  drew, 
Which  by  Inftin&,  or  Prophecy,  me  knew : 
When  Prudence  warn'd  her  to  remove  betimes, 
And  feek  a  better  Heav'n,  and  warmer  Climes. 

Her  Sons  were  fummon'd  on  a  Steeple's  height, 
And,  calPd  in  common  Council,  vote  a  Flight ; 
The  Day  was  nam'd,  the  next  that  mou'd  be  fair: 
All  to  the  gen'ral  Rendezvous  repair, 
They  try  their  fluttering  Wings,  and  trufl  themfelves 

in  Air. 

But  whether  upward  to  the  Moon  they  go,  ^ 

Or  dream  the  Winter  out  in  Caves  below,  S 

Or  hawkat  flies  elfewhere,  concerns  us  not  to  know,     j 

Southwards,  you  may  be  fure,  they  bent  their  Flight, 
And  harbour'd  in  a  hollow  Rock  at  Night : 
Next  Morn  they  rofe,  and  fet  up  ev'ry  Sail  ; 
The  Wind  was  fair,  but  blew  a  Mackrel  Gale : 
The  fickly  Young  fat  mivVing  on  the  Shore, 
Abhor'd  Salt  water,  never  feen  before, 
And  pray'd  their  tender  Mothers  to  delay 
The  PaiTage,  and  expect  a  fairer  Day. 

With  thefe  the  Martin  readily  concurred, 
A  Church- begot,  and  Church- believing  Bird ; 

Of 
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Of  little  Body,  but  of  lofty  Mind,  * 

Round- belly 'd,  for  a  Dignity  defign'd,  x 

And  much  a  Dunce,  as  Martins  are  by  Kind.  * 

Yet  often  quoted  Canon -Laws,  and  Code,  f 

And  Fathers  which  he  never  underflood  :  P 

But  little  Learning  needs  in  noble  Blood.  j 

For,  footh  to  fay,  the  Swallow  brought  him  in, 
Her  Houfhold  Chaplain,  and  her  next  of  Kin : 
In  Superftition  filly  to  Excefs, 
And  calling  Schemes,  by  Planetary  Guefs : 
In  fine,  fhortwing'd,  unfit  himfelf  to  fly, 
His  Fear  foretold  foul  Weather  in  the  Sky. 

Befides,  a  Raven  from  a  wither'd  Oak, 
Left  of  their  Lodging,  was  obferv'd  to  croak. 
That  Omen  lik'd  him  not ;  fo  his  Advice  p 

Was  prefent  Safety,  bought  at  any  Price  ;  S 

A  feeming  pious  Care,  that  cover'd  Cowardife.  j 

To  ftrengthen  this,  he  told  a  boding  Dream, 
Of  rifing  Waters,  and  a  troubled  Stream, 
Sure  Signs  of  Anguifh,  Dangers  and  Diftrefs, 
With  fomething  more,  not  lawful  to  exprefs : 
By  which  he  flily  feem'd  to  intimate 
Some  fqcret  Revelation  of  their  Fate. 
For  he  concluded,  once  upon  a  time, 
He  found  a  Leaf  inrcrib'd  with  facred  Rhime, 
Whofe  antique  Characters  did  well  denote 
The  Sibyl's  Hand  of  the  Cum&an  Grot : 
The  mad  Divinerefs  had  plainly  writ, 
A  time  mould  come  (but  many  Ages  yet) 
Jn  which,  iinifter  Deilinies  ordain,  ^ 

A  Dame  fhouM  drown  with  all  her  feather'd  Train,     S 
And  Seas  from  thence  be  calPd  the  Ckelidonian  Main.  3 
At  this,  fome  fhook  for  fear,  the  more  devout 
Arofe,  and  blefs'd  themfelves  from  Head  to  Foot. 

'Tis  true,  fome  Stagers  of  the  wifer  Sort  » 
Made  all  thefe  idle  Wonderments  their  Sport :       They 
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They  faid,  their  only  Danger  was  Delay,  1 

And  he,  who  heard  what  ev'ry  Fool  cou'd  fay, 

Wou'd  never  fix  his  Thought,  but  trim  his  Time  away.  3 

The  PafTage  yet  was  good;  the  Wind,  'tis  true,  "1 

Was  fomewhat  high,  but  that  was  nothing  new,  > 

No  more  than  ufual  Equinoxes  blew.  J 

The  Sun  (already  from  the  Scales  declined)  ~\ 

Gave  little  Hopes  of  better  Days  behind,  > 

But  change  from  bad  to  worfe  of  Weather  and  of  Wind.  3 

Nor  need  they  fear  the  Dampnefs  of  the  Sky  ^ 

Should  flag  their  Wings,  and  hinder  them  to  fly,          > 

Twas  only  Water  thrown  on  Sails  too  dry.  J 

But,  leaft  of  all,  Pbilofopby  prefumes 

Of  Truth  in  Dreams,  from  melancholy  Fumes : 

Perhaps  the  Martin,  hous'd  in  holy  Groupd, 

Might  think  of  Ghofts  that  walk  their  midnight  round, 

'Till  grofler  Atoms,  tumbling  in  the  Stream 

Of  Fancy,  madly  met,  and  clubb'd  into  a  Dream  ; 

As  little  Weight  his  vain  Prefages  bear, 

Of  ill  Effect  to  fuch  alone  who  fear  : 

Moft  Prophecies  are  of  a  Piece  with  thefe, 

Each  Noftradamus  can  foretel  with  eafe  : 

Not  naming  Perfons  and  confounding  Times, 

One  cafual  Truth  fupports  a  thoufand  lying  Rhimes. 

Th'  Advice  was  true ;  but  Fear  had  feiz'd  the  moft, 
And  all  good  Counfel  is  on  Cowards  loft. 
The  Queftion  crudely  put,  to  fhun  Delay, 
'Twas  carry 'd  by  the  major  Part  to  ftay. 

His  Point  thus  gain'd,  Sir  Martin  dated  thence 
His  Power,  and  from  a  Prieft  became  a  Prince. 
He  order' d  all  things  with  a  bufy  Care,  1 

And  Cells,  and  Refectories  did  prepare,  > 

And  large  Provifions  laid  of  Winter  Fare  :  3 

But  now  and  then  let  fall  a  Word  or  two  •% 

Of  hope,  that  Heaven  fome  Miracle  might  (how,         t 
And,  for  their  Sakes,  the  Sun  fhou'd  backward  go  j       } 
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Againft  the  Laws  of  Nature  upward  climb, 

And,  mounted  on  the  Ram,  renew  the  Prime: 

For  which  two  Proofs  in  facred  Story  lay, 

Of  Abatf  Dial,  and  of  Jo/buet*  Day. 

In  Expeftation  of  fuch  Times  as  thefe, 

A  Chapel  hous'd  'em,  truly  cali'd  of  eafe : 

For  Martin  much  Devotion  did  not  afk  j 

They  pray'd  fometimes,  and  that  was  all  their  Talk. 

It  happen'd  -(as  beyond  the  Reach  of  Wit 
Blind  Prophecies  may  have  a  lucky  Hit) 
That  this  accomplim'd,  or  at  leaft  in  part, 
Gave  great  Repute  to  their  new  Merlin^  Art. 
Some  *  Swifts,  the  Giants  of  the  Swallow  Kind,        } 
Large-limb'd,  ftout-hearted,  but  of  ftupjd  Mind,  • 
(For  Swifts,  or  for  Gtbeonites  defign'd,)  J 

Thefe  Lubbers,  peeping  through  a  broken  Pane, 
To  fuck  frefh  Air,  furvey'd  the  neighbouring  Plain  j 
And  faw  (but  fcarcely  could  believe  their  Syes) 
New  Bloflbms  flourifh,  and  new  Flow'rs  arife  ; 
As  God  had  been  abroad,  and,  walking  there, 
Had  left  his  Foot-fleps,  and  reform'd  ihe  Year : 
The  Sunny  Hills  from  far  were  feen  to  glow  1 

With  glitt'ring  Beams,  and  in  the  Meads  below  [flow.  > 
The  burnifh'd  Brooks  appear'd  with  liquid  Gold  to  3 
At  laft  they  heard  the  foolifh  Cuckow  fmg, 
Whofe  Note  proclaimed  the  Holy-day  of  Spring. 

No  longer  doubting,  all  prepare  to  fly, 
And  repoflefs  their  Patrimonial  Sky. 
The  Prieft  before  'em  did  his  Wings  difplay ;  1 

And,  that  good  Omens  might  attend  their  way, 
As  luck  wou'd  have  it,  'twas  St.  Marlins  Day.  3 

Who  but  the  Swallow  now  triumphs  alone  ? 
The  Canopy  of  Heaven  is  all  her  own  : 


Otherwife  tall'd  Martlets. 

Her 
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Her  youthful  Offspring  to  their  Haunts  repair, 
And  glide  along  in  Glades,  and  fkim  in  Air, 
And  dip  for  Infects  in  the  purling  Springs, 
And  floop  on  Rivers  to  refrefh  their  Wings. 
Their  Mothers  think  a  fair  Provifion  made, 
That  ev'ry  Son  can  live  upon  his  Trade  : 
And,  now  the  careful  Charge  is  off  their  Hands» 
Look  out  for  Hufbands,  and  new  Nuptial  Bands : 
The  youthful  Widow  longs  to  be  fupply'd  ; 
But  firft  the  Lover  is  by  Lawyers  ty'd. 
To  fettle  Jointure- Chimnies  on  the  Bride. 

y   So  thick  they  couple,  in  fo  ihort  a  Space, 
That  Martins  Marriage-Off'rings  rife  apace. 
Their  ancient  Houfes  running  to  decay, 
Are  furbifh'd  up,  and  cemented  with  Clay  ; 
They  teem  already  ;  Itore  of  Eggs  are  laid, 
And  brooding  Mothers  call  Lucznas  Aid. 
Fame  fpreads  the  News,  and  foreign  Fowls  appear       T 
In  Flocks  to  greet  the  new  returning  Year,  > 

To  blefs  the  Founder,  and  partake  the  Cheer.  } 

.  And  now  'twas  time  (fo  faft  their  Numbers  rife) 
To  plant  abroad,  and  people  Colonies. 
The  Youth  drawn  forth,  as  Martin  had  defir'd, 
( For  fo  their  cruel  Defliny  requir'd ) 
Were  fent  far  off  on  an  ill-fated  Day  ;  1 

The  reft  wou'd  needs  conduct  'em  on  their  way,          > 
And  Martin  went,  becaufe  he  fear'd  alone  to  flay.        J 

So  long  they  flew  with  inconfiderate  Hafte, 
That  now  their  Afternoon  began  to  wafte  ; 
And,  what  was  ominous,  that  very  Morn 
The  Sun  was  enter'd  into  Capricorn ; 
Which,  by  their  bad  Aftronomers  Account, 
That  Week  the  Virgin  Balance  fhou'd  remount. 

;   An  Infant  Moon  eclips'd  him  in  his  way, 
And  hid  the  fmall  Remainders  of  his  Day. 
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The  Crowd,  amaz'd,  purfu'd  no  certain  Marki 
But  Bird;  met  Birds,  and  juftled  in  the  Dark : 
Few  mind  the  Publick  in  a  Panick  Fright ; 
And  Fear  increased  the  Horror  of  the  Night. 
Night  came,  but  unattended  with  Repofe  ;  J 

Alone  me  came,  no  Sleep  their  Eyes  to  clofe : 
"  Alone,  and  black  (he  came ;  no  friendly  Stars  arofe,      3 

What  fliou'd  they  do,  befet  with  Dangers  round,    1 
No  neighboring  Dorp,  no  Lodging  to  be  found,          > 
But  bleaky  Plains,  and  bare  unhofpitable  Ground,      j 
The  latter  Brood,  who  juft  began  to  fly, 
Sick-feather'd,  and  unpraftis'd  in  the  Sky, 
For  Succour  to  their  helplefs  Mother  call  ;  } 

She  fpread  her  Wings ;  feme  few  beneath 'em  crawl ;    C 
She  fpread  'em  wider  yet,  but  cou'd  not  cover  all.       j 
T'  augment  their  Woes,  the  Winds  began  to  move 
Debate  in  Air,  for  empty  Fields  above, 
*Till  Boreas  got  the  Skies,  and  pour'd  amain 
His  rattling  Hail-ltones  mix'd  with  Snow  and  Rain. 

The  joylefs  Morning  late  arofe,  and  found  1 

A  dreadful  Defolation  reign  around,  > 

Some  bury'd  in  the  Snow,  fome  frozen  to  the  Ground.    3 
The  reft  were  ftruggling  Hill  with  Death,  and  lay 
The  Crows  and  Ravens  Rights,  an  undefended  Prey  : 
Excepting  Martin's  Race  ;  for  they  and  he 
Had  gain'd  the  Shelter  of  a  hollow  Tree  : 
But  foon  difcover'd  by  a  flurdy  Clown,  "} 

He  headed  all  the  Rabble  of  a  Town,  > 

And  finiih'd  'em  with  Bats,  or  poll'd  'em  down;  3 

Martin  himfelf  was  caught  alive,  and  try'd  1 

For  treasonous  Crimes,  becaufe  the  Laws  provide        > 
No  Martin  there  in  Winter  mail  abide.  J 

High  on  an  Oak,  which  never  Leaf  mail  bear, 
He  breath'd  his  laft,  exposed  to  open  Air  ; 

And 
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And  there  his  Corp^,  unblefs'd,  is  hanging  {till, 

TL.  ••  ovv  the  Change  of  Winds  with  his  prophetick  Bill. 

1  he  -Patience  of  the  Hind  did  almofl  fail ; 
For  well  ihe  mark'd  the  Malice  of  the  Tale : 
Which  ribbald  Art  their  Church  to  Luther  owes; 
In  Ma! ice  it  began,  by  Malice  grows ; 
He  fow'd  the  Serpent's  Teeth,  an  Iron-harveft  rofe. 
But  moft,  in  Martins  Character  and  Fate, 
She  faw  her  flander'd  Sons,  the  Panthers  Hate, 
The  People's  Rage,  the  perfecuting  State  : 
Then  faid,  I  take  th'  Advice  in  friendly  Part ; 
You  clear  your  Confcience,  or  at  leaft  your  Heart : 
Perhaps  you  fail'd  in  your  foreleeing  Skill, 
For  SivaJ/ows  are  unlucky  Birds  to  kill : 
As  for  my  Sons,  the  Family  is  blefs'd, 
Whofe  ev'ry  Child  is  equal  to  the  reft  : 
No  Charch  reform'd  can  boaft  a  blamelefs  Line; 
Such  Martins  build  in  yours,  and  more  than  mine  : 
Or  elfe  an  old  Fanatick  Author  lies, 
Who  fumm'd  their  Scandals  up  by  Centuries. 
But,  through  your  Parable,  I  plainly  fee 
The  bloody  Laws,  the  Crowd's  Barbarity  ; 
The  Sun- mine  that  offends  the  purblind  Sight : 
Had  fome  their  Wifhes,  it  wou'd  foon  be  Night. 
Mifiake  me  not ;  the  Charge  concerns  not  you  : 
Your  Sons  are  Malecontents,  but  yet  are  true, 
As  far  as  Non-  refinance  makes  'em  fo  ; 
But  that's  a  Word  of  neutral  Senfe  you  know, 
A  pafiive  Term,  which  no  Relief  will  bring, 
But  trims  betwixt  a  Rebel  and  a  King. 

Reft  well  affur'd,  the  Par  delis  reply'd,  •% 

My  Sons  wou'd  all  fupport  the  Regal  Side,       [try'd.  C 
Tho'  Heaven  forbid  the  Caufe  by  Battle  mou'd  be  J 

The  Matron  anfwer'd  with  a  loud  Amen, 
And  thus  purfu'd  her  Argument  again; 

If 
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If  as  you  fay,  and  as  I  hope  no  lefs, 

Your  Sons  will  pra&ife  what  your  felves  profefs, 

What  angry  Pow'r  prevents  our  prefent  Peace  ? 

The  Lion,  ftudious  of  our  common  Good, 

Defires  (and  Kings  Defires  are  ill  withftood) 

To  join  our  Nations  in  a  lafting  Love  ; 

The  Bars  betwixt  are  eafy  to  remove ; 

For  fanguinary  Laws  were  never  made  above. 

If  you  condemn  that  Prince  of  Tyranny, 

Whofe  Mandate  forc'd  your  Gallick  Friends  to  fly, 

Make  not  a  worfe  Example  of  your  own  ; 

Or  ceafe  to  rail  at  caufelefs  Rigour  mown, 

.And  let  the  guiltlefs  Perfon  throw  the  Stone. 

His  blunted  Sword  your  fufTring  Brotherhood 

Have  feldom  felt ;  he  Hops  it  fhort  of  Blood  ; 

But  you  have  ground  the  perfecting  Knife, 

And  fet  it  to  a  Razor  Edge  on  Life. 

Curs' d  be  the  Wit,  which  Cruelty  refines, 

Or  to  his  Father's  Rod  the  Scorpions  joins ;         [Loins. 

Your  Finger  is  more  grofs  than  the  great  Monarch's 

But  you,  perhaps,  remove  that  bloody  Note, 

And  flick  it  on  the  firft  Reformers  Coat. 

Oh  let  their  Crime  in  long  Oblivion  fleep : 

'Twas  theirs  indeed  to  make,  'tis  yours  to  keep. 

Unjuft,  or  juft,  is  all  the  Queftion  now ; 

Tis  plain,  that  not  Repealing  you  Allow. 

To  name  the  Teft  wou'd  put  you  in  a  Rage  5 
You  charge  not  that  on  any  former  Age, 
But  fmile  to  think  how  innocent  you  fland, 
Arm'd  by  a  Weapon  put  into  your  Hand. 
Yet  Hill  remember,  that  you  wield  a  Sword 
Forg'd  by  your  Foes  againft  your  Sovereign  Lord  i 
Defign'd  to  hew  th*  Imperial  Cedar  down, 
Defraud  Succefiion,  and  dif-heir  the  Crown* 


\ 

\ 
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T'  abhor  the  Makers  and  their  Laws  approve, 
Is  to  hate  Tray  tors,  and  the  Treafon  love. 
What  means  it  elfe,  which  now  your  Children  fay, 
We  made  it  not,  nor  will  we  takeaway  ? 

Suppofe  fome  great  OpprefTor  had,  by  Slight 
Of  Law,  difleis'd  your  Brother  of  his  Right, 
Your  common  Sire  furrendring  in  a  Fright  i 
Would  you  to  that  unrighteous  Title  fland, 
Left  by  the  Villain's  Will  to  Heir  the  Land  ? 
More  juft  was  Judas ,  who  his  Saviour  fold  ; 
The  facrilegious  Bribe  he  could  not  hold, 
Nor  hang  in  Peace,  before  he  rendered  back  the  Gold. 
What  more  could  you  have  done,  than  now  you  do, 
Had  Oates  &ndBed/ow9  and  their  Plot  been  true? 
Some  fpecious  Reafons  for  thofe  Wrongs  were  found  ; 
Their  dire  Magicians  threw  their  Milts  around, 
And  wife  Men  walk'd  as  on  inchanted  Ground. 
But  now  when  time  has  made  th'  Jmpofture  plain, 
(Late  tho'  he  followed  Truth,  and  limping  held  her 

Train) 

What  new  Delufion  charms  your  cheated  Eyes  again  ? 
The  painted  Harlot  might  a  while  bewitch, 

But  why  the  Hag  uncas'd,  and  all  obfcene  with  Itch  ? 
The  firft  Reformers  were  a  mod  ell  Race  ; 

Our  Peers  poffefs'd  in  Peace  their  native  Place; 

And  when  rebellious  Arms  o'erturn'd  the  State, 

They  fuffer'd  only  in  the  common  Fate : 

But  now  the  Sov'reign  mounts  the  regal  Chair, 

And  mitr'd  Seats  are  full,  yet  David's  Bench  is  bare. 

Your  anfwer  is,  they  were  not  difpofieft  ; 

They  need  but  rub  their  Mettle  on  the  Tell 
i    To  prove  their  Ore :  'Twere  well  if  Gold  alone 

Were  touch'd  and  try'd  on  your  difcerning  Stone  5 

But  that  unfaithful  Teft  unfound  will  pafs 
\  The  Drofs  of  Atheifb,  and  Sectarian  Brafs : 

As 
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As  if  th'  Experiment  were  made  to  hold 
For  bafe  Production,  and  reject  the  Gold. 
Thus  Men  ungodded  may  to  places  rife, 
And  Sects  may  be  preferred  without  Difguife : 
No  danger  to  the  Church  or  State  from  thefe ; 
The  Papift  only  has  his  Writ  of  eafe. 
No  gainful  Office  gives  him  the  Pretence 
To  grind  the  Subject,  or  defraud  the  Prince. 
Wrong  Confcience,  or  no  Confcience,  may  deferve 
To  thrive,  but  ours  alone  is  privileged  to  ftarve. 

Still  thank  your  felves,  you  cry ;  your  noble  Race 
We  banifh  not,  but  they  forfake  the  place ; 
Our  Doors  are  open :  True,  but  ere  they  come, 
You  tofs  your  'cenfing  Teft,  and  fume  the  Room ; 
As  if  'twere  Toby's  Rival  to  expel, 
And  fright  the  Fiend  who  could  not  bear  the  fmell. 

To  this  the  Panther  fharply  had  reply'd  j  J 

But,  having  gain'd  a  Verdict  on  her  fide,  > 

She  wifely  gave  the  Lofer  leave  to  chide;  J 

Well  fatisfy'd  to  have  the  But  and  Peace,  1 

And  for  the  Plaintiff's  Caufe  Ihe  car'd  the  lefs,  > 

Becaufe  me  fu'd  in  forma  Pauperis ;  J 

Yet  thought  it  decent  fomething  mould  be  faid  j 
For  fecret  Guilt  by  Silence  is  betray'd  : 
So  neither  granted  all,  nor  much  deny'd, 
Hut  anfwer'd  with  a  yawning  kirvi  of  Pride, 

Methinks  fuch  Terms  of  proffer' d  peace  you  bring, 
As  once  JBneas  to  th'  Italian  King  : 
By  long  Poffeffion  all  the  Land  is  mine ;  p 

You  Strangers  come  with  your  intruding  Line, 
To  mare  my  Sceptre,  which  you  call  to  join.  ^ 

You  plead  like  him  an  ancient  Pedigree, 
And  claim  a  peaceful  Seat  by  Fate's  Decree. 
Jn  ready  Pomp  your  Sacrificer  Hands, 
T' unite  the  Trojan  and  the  Latin  Bands, 

•    And 
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And,  that  the  League  more  firmly  may  be  ty'd, 
Demand  the  fair  La<vinia  for  your  Bride. 
Thus  plaafibly  you  veilth'  intended  Wrong, 
But  ftill  you  bring  your  exil'd  Gods  along  ; 
And  will  endeavour,  in  fucceeding  fpace, 
Thofe  houlhold  Puppets  on  our  Hearths  to  place. 
Perhaps  fome  barb'rous  Laws  have  been  prefer'd  j 
I  fpakeagainil  the  Tefi,  buc  was  not  heard  ; 
Thefe  to  refcind,  and  Peerage  to  reftore, 
My  gracious  Sov'reign  wou'd  my  Vote  implore  : 
I  owe  him  much,  but  owe  my  Confcience  more. 

Conscience  is  then  your  Plea,  reply'd  the  Dame, 
Which  well  inform'd  will  ever  be  the  fame. 
But  yours  is  much  of  the  Camelion  hue, 
To  change  the  Die  with  every  diftant  View. 
When  firit  the  Lion  fat  with  awful  Sway, 
Your  Confcience  taught  your  Duty  to  obey  : 
He  might  have  had  your  Statutes  and  your  Tell  ; 
No  Confcience  but  of  Subjects  was  profefs'd. 
He  found  your  Temper,  and  no  farther  tryM, 
But  on  that  broken  Reed,  your  Church,  rely'd. 
In  vain  the  Sects  affay'd  their  utmolt  Art,  % 

With  offer'd  Treafure  to  efpoufe  their  Part  j    [Heart.  C 
Their  Treafures  were  a  Bribe  too  mean  to  move  his  j 
But  when  by  long  Experience  you  had  prov'd, 
How  far  he  cou'd  forgive,  how  well  he  lov'd  ; 
A  Goodnefs  that  excell'd  his  godlike  Race, 
And  only  mort  of  H<;av'n's  unbounded  Grace ; 
A  Flood  of  Mercy  that  o'erflow'd  our  Ifle, 
Calm  in  the  rife,  and  fruitful  as  the  Nile ; 
Forgetting  whence  your  JE-gypt  was  fupply'd, 
You  thought  your  Sov'reign  bound  to  fend  the  Tide : 
Nor  upward  look'd  on  that  immortal  Spring, 
But  vainly  deem'd,  he  durft  not  be  a  King  : 

V  o  L.  I.  P  Then 
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Then  Confcience,  unreflrain'd  by  Fear,  began 

To  ftretch  her  Limits,  and  extend  the  Span  ; 

Did  his  Indulgence  as  her  Gift  difpofe, 

And  make  a  wife  Alliance  with  her  Foes. 

Can  Confcience  own  th'  affociating  Name,  1 

And  raife  no  Blumes  to  conceal  her  Shame  ? 

For  fure  (he  has  been  thought  a  bafhful  Dame.  3 

But  if  the  Caufe  by  Battle  mould  be  try'd,  1 

You  grant  (he muft  efpoufe  the  regal  fide:  > 

O  Proteus  Confcience,  never  to  be  ty*d  !  J 

What  Pbeebus  from  the  Tripod  (hall  difclofe, 

Which  are,  in  laft  refort,  your  Friends  or  Foes  ? 

Homer,  who  learn' d  the  Language  of  the  Sky, 

The  feeming  Gordian  Knot  wou'd  foon  unty  ; 

Immortal  Powers  the  term  of  Confcience  know, 

But  Interefl  is  her  Name  with  Men  below. 

Confcience  or  Int'refl  be't,  or  both  in  one, 
(The  Panther  anfwer'd  in  a  furly  Tone) 
The  firft  commands  me  to  maintain  the  Crown, 
The  lad  forbids  to  throw  my  Barriers  down. 
Our  penal  Laws  no  Sons  of  yours  admit, 
Our  Teft  excludes  your  Tribe  from  Benefit. 
Thefe  are  my  Banks  your  Ocean  to  withftand, 
Which  proudly  rifing  overlooks  the  Land  ; 
And  once  let  in,  with  unrefifted  Sway, 
Wou'd  fweep  the  Pallors  and  their  Flocks  away. 
Think  not  my  Judgment  leads  me  to  comply 
With  Laws  unjuft,  but  hard  Neceflity  : 
Imperious  Need,  which  cannot  be  withilood, 
Makes  111  authentick,  for  a  greater  Good. 
Poffefs  your  Soul  with  Patience,  and  attend  : 
A  more  aufpicious  Planet  may  afcend  ; 
Good  Fortune  may  prefent  fome  happier  time, 
With  means  to  cancel  my  unwilling  Crime ; 

(Unwilling, 
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(Unwilling,  witnefs  all  ye  Powers  above) 
To  mend  my  Errors,  and  redeem  your  Love  : 
That  little  Space  you  fafely  may  allow  ; 
Your  all-difpenfing  Power  protects  you  now. 

Hold,  faid  the  Hind,  'tis  needlefs  to  explain  ; 
You  wou'd  poftpone  me  to  another  Reign  5 
'Till  when  you  are  content  to  beunjuft  : 
Your  part  is  to  poffefs,  and  mine  to  truft. 
A  fair  Exchange  propos'd  of  future  Chance, 
For  prefent  Profit  and  Inheritance. 
Few  Words  will  ferve  to  finifh  our  difpute  ; 
Who  will  not  now  repeal,  wou'd  perfecute. 
To  ripen  green  Revenge  your  hopes  attend, 
Wiftiing  that  happier  Planet  wou'd  afcend. 
For  mame  let  Confcience  be  your  Plea  no  more  : 
To  will  hereafter,  proves  me  might  before  ; 
But  (he's  a  Bawd  to  Gain,  and  holds  the  Door* 

Your  Care  about  your  Banks  infers  a  fear 
Of  threatning  Floods,  and  Inundations  near  ; 
If  ib,  a  juft  Reprife  would  only  be 
Of  what  the  Land  ufurp'd  upon  the  Sea  ; 
And  all  your  Jealoufies  but  ferve  to  (how, 
Your  Ground  is,  like  your  Neighbour-Nation,  low, 
T'  intrench  in  what  you  grant  unrighteous  Laws, 
Is  to  diftruft  the  Juflice  of  your  Caufe  ; 
And  argues  that  the  true  Religion  lies 
In  thofc  weak  Adverfaries  you  defpife. 

Tyrannick  force  is  that  which  leaft  you  fear  ; 
The  found  is  frightful  in  a  Chriftian's  Ear  : 
Avert  it,  Heav'n  ;  nor  let  that  Plague  be  fent 
To  us  from  the  difpeopled  Continent. 

But  Piety  commands  me  to  refrain  ; 
Thofe  Pray'rs  are  needlefs  in  this  Monarch's  Reign; 

P2  Behold! 
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Behold  f  how  he  protects  your  Friends  opprefs'd, 
Receives  the  Banifh'd,  fuccours  the  Diftrefs'd  : 
Behold,  for  you  may  read  an  honeft  open  Bread. 
He  flands  in  Day-light,  and  difdains  to  hide 
An  Aft,  to  which  by  Honour  he  is  ty'd, 
A  Generous,  laudable,  and  kingly  Pride. 
Your  Teft  he  would  repeal,  his  Peers  reftore  ; 
This  when  he  fays  he  means,  he  means  no  more. 

Well,  faid  the  Panther,  I  believe  him  juft, 
And  yet 

And  yet,  'tis  butbecaufe  youmufl  ; 
You  would  be  trufled,  but  you  would  not  trull. 
The  Hind  thus  briefly  >  and  difdain'd  t'  inlarge 
On  Pow'r  of  Kings,  and  their  Superior  Charge, 
As  HeavVs  Truftees  before  the  People's  choice : 
Tho'  fure  the  Panther  did  not  much  rejoice 
To  hear  thofe  Ecchos  giv'n  of  her  once  loyal  Voice. 

The  Matron  woo'd  her  kindnefs  to  the  lail, 
But  cou'd  not  win  ;  her  Hour  of  Grace  was  pail. 
Whom,  thus  perfi fling,  when  me  cou'd  not  bring 
To  leave  the  Wolf,  and  to.  believe  her  King, 
She  gave  her  up,  and  fairly  wifti'd  her  Joy 
Of  her  late  Treaty  with  Her  new  Ally  : 
Which  well  fhe  hop'd  wqu'd  more  fuccefsful  prove, 
Than  was  the  Pigeon** t  and  the  Buzzard's  Love. 
The  Panther  ask'd,  what  Concord  there  cou'd  be 
Betwixt  two  Kinds  whofe  Natures  difagree  ? 
The  Dame  reply 'd  :  '  Pis  fung  in  ev'ry  Street, 
The  common  chat  of  Goffips  when  they  meet : 
But,  fince  unheard  by  you,  'tis  worth  your  while 
To  take  a  wholfom  Tale,  tho'  told  in  homely  Style. 

A  plain  good  Man,  whofe  Name  is  underflood, 
(So  few  deferve  the  name  of  Plain  and  Good) 
Of  three  fair  lineal  Lordfhips  Hood  poflefs'd, 
And  liv'd,  as  Reafon  was,  upon  the  beft. 

Inur'd 
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Jnur'd  to  Hardftiips  from  his  early  Youth, 
Much  had  he  done,  and  fuffer'd  for  his  Truth 
At  Land,  and  Sea,  in  many  a  doubtful  Fight, 
Was  never  known  a  more  advent'rous  Knight, 
Who  oftner  drew  his  Sword,  and  always  for  the  right 

As  Fortune  wou'd  (his  Fortune  came,  tho'  late) 
lie  took  Poffeffion  of  his  juit  Eftate : 
Nor  rack'd  his  Tenants  with  increafe  of  Rent ; 
Nor  liv'd  too  fparing,  nor  too  largely  fpent ; 
But  overlooked  his  Hinds;  their  Pay  was  juft, 
And  ready,  for  he  fcornM  to  go  on  Truft  : 
Slow  to  refolve,  but  in  performance  quick  » 
So  true,  that  he  wasaukvvard  at  a  Trick. 
For  little  Souls  on  little  Shifts  rely, 
And  Cowards  Arts  of  mean  Expedients  try  ; 
The  noble  Mind  will  dare  do  any  thing  but  lye. 
Falfe  Friends,  his  deadlieft  Foes,  could  find  no  way 
But  mows  of  honeft  Bluntnefs,  to  betray : 
That  unfufpecled  plainnefs  he  believ'd  ; 
Helook'dinto  himfelf,  and  was  deceiv'd. 
Some  lucky  Planet  fure  attends  his  Birth, 
Or  Heav'n  wou'd  make  a  Miracle  on  Earth  ; 
For  profp'rous  Honefty  is  feldom  feen 
To  bear  fo  dead  a  Weight,  and  yet  to  win. 
It  looks  as  Fate  with  Nature's  Law  would  ftrive, 
To  mew  Plain- dealing  once  an  Age  may  thrive  ; 
And,  when  fo  tough  a  frame  (he  could  not  bend, 
Exceeded  her  Commimon  to  befriend. 

This  grateful  Man,  as  Heav'n  increased  his  Store, 
Gave  God  again,  and  daily  fed  his  Poor. 
His  Houfe  with  all  Convenience  was  purveyed  ; 
The  reft  he  found,  but  rais'd  the  Fabrick  where  hepray'd; 
And  in  that  facred  Place  his  beauteous  Wife 
Employed  her  happieft  Hours  of  holy  Life. 

P3  Nor 
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Nor  did  their  Alms  extend  to  thofe  alone, 
Whom  common  Faith  more  ftriclly  made  their  own  ; 
A  fort  of  Daves  were  hous'd  too  near  their  Hall, 
Who  crofs  the  Proverb,  and  abound  with  Gall. 
Tho'fome,  'tis  true,  are  paffively  inclin'd, 
The  greater  part  degenerate  from  their  Kind  ; 
Voracious  Birds,  that  hotly  bill  and  breed, 
And  largely  drink,  becaufe  on  Salt  they  feed. 
Small  Gain  from  them  their  Bounteous  Owner  draws; 
Yet,  bound  by  Promife,  he  fupports  their  Caufe, 
As  Corporations  privileg'd  by  Laws. 

That  Houfe,  which  harbour  to  their  Kind  affords, 
Wras  built,  long  fmce,  God  knows,  for  better  Birds; 
But  flutt'ring  there  they  neftle  near  the  Throne,         J 
And  lodge  in  Habitations  not  their  own,  > 

By  their  high  Crops,  and  corny  Gizzards  known.     J 
Like  Harpies  they  could  fcent  a  plenteous  Board; 
Then  to  be  fure  they  never  faii'd  their  Lord : 
The  reft  was  Form,  and  bare  Attendance  paid  ; 
They  drunk,  and  eat,  and  grudgingly  obey'd. 
The  more  they  fed,  they  raven'd  ftill  for  more; 
They  drain'd  from  Dan,  and  left  Eeerjkeba  poor. 
All  this  they  had  by  Law,  and  none  repin'd ; 
The  preference  was  but  due  to  Lev?s  Kind  : 
But  when  fome  Lay-Preferment  fell  by  chance, 
The  Gourmands  made  it  their  Inheritance. 
When  once  poflefs'd,  they  never  quit  their  Claim  ; 
For  then  'tis  fanclify'd  to  Heav'n's  high  Name  ; 
And,  Hallow'd  thus,  they  cannot  give  Confent, 
The  Gift  mould  be  prophan'd  by  worldly  Management. 

Their  Flelh  was  never  to  the  Table  ferv'd  ; 
Tho'  'tis  not  thence  inferred  the  Birds  were  ftarv'd  ; 
But  that  their  Mafler  did  not  like  the  Food, 
As  rank,  and  breeding  melancholy  Blood. 

Nor 
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Nor  d''d  it  with  his  gracious  Nature  fuit, 

E'en  tho'  they  were  not  Doves,  to  perfccute : 

Yet  he  refus'd  (nor  could  they  take  Offence) 

Their  Glutton  Kind  fhould  teach  him  Abilinence. 

Nor  confecrated  Grain  their  Wheat  he  thought, 

Which  new  from  treading  in  their  Bills  they  brought  : 

But  left  his  Hinds  each  in  his  private  Pow'r, 

That  thole,  who  like  the  Bran,  might  leave  the  FlowV. 

He  for  himfelf,  and  not  for  others,  chofe, 

Nor  would  he  be  impos'd  on,  nor  impofe  ; 

But  in  their  Faces  his  Devotion  paid, 

And  Sacrifice  with  folemn  Rites  was  made, 

And  facred  Incenfe  on  his  Altars  laid. 

Befides  thefe  jolly  Birds,  whofe  Corps  impure 

Repaid  their  Commons  with  their  Salt- Manure  ; 

Another  Farm  he  had  behind  his  Houfe, 

Not  overftock'd,  but  barely  for  his  Ufe  : 

Wherein  his  poor  Domeftick  Poultry  fed, 

And  from  his  pious  Hands  received  their  Bread. 

Our  pamper'd  Pigeons,  with  malignant  Eyes, 

Beheld  thefe  Inmates,  and  their  Nurferies: 

Tho'  hard  their  Fare,  at  Ev'ning,  and  at  Morn, 

A  Cruife  of  Water,  and  an  Ear  of  Corn  ; 

Yet  ft  ill  they  grudg'd  that  Modicum,  and  thought 

A  Sheaf  in  ev'ry  fingle  Grain  was  brought. 

Fain  wou'd  they  filch  that  little  Food  away, 

While  unreftrain'd  thofe  happy  Gluttons  prey. 

And  much  they  grievM  to  fee  fo  nigh  their  Hall, 

The  Bird  that  warn'd  St  Peter  of  his  Fall  ; 

That  he  mould  raife  his  mitred  Creft  on  high, 

And  clap  his  Wings,  and  call  his  Family 

To  facred  Rites  ;  and  vex  th'  Etherial  Powers 

With  midnight  Mattins,  at  uncivil  Hours  : 

Nay  more,  his  quiet  Neighbours  mould  moleft, 

Juft  in  the  fweetnefs  of  their  Morning  Reft. 

P4  Beaft 


5 20         POEMS  on  fevered  Occafions. 

Beaft  of  a  Bird,  fupinely  when  he  might 

Lie  fnug  and  fleep,  to  rife  before  the  light  F 

What  if  his  dull  Forefathers  us'd  that  cry, 

Cou'd  he  not  let  a  bad  Example  die  ? 

The  World  was  falPn  into  an  eafier  way ; 

This  Age  knew  better,  than  to  Faft  and  Pray. 

Good  Senfe  in  facred  Worfhip  wou'd  appear 

So  to  begin,  as  they  might  end  the  Year. 

Such  feats  in  former  times  had  wrought  the  falls 

Of  crowing  Chanticleers  in  cloyfter'd  Walls. 

Expell'd  for  this,  and  for  their  Lands,  they  fled  ; 

And  Sifter  Partlet  with  her  hooded  head 

Was  hooted  hence,  becaufe  me  would  not  pray  a  bed. 

The  way  to  win  the  reftiff  World  to  God, 

Was  to  lay  by  the  difciplining  Rod, 

Unnatural  Fafts,  and  foreign  Forms  of  Pray'r: 

Religion  frights  us  with  a  Mien  fevere. 

'Tis  Prudence  to  reform  her  into  Eafe, 

And  put  her  in  undrefs  to  make  her  pleafe  : 

A  lively  Faith  will  bear  aloft  the  Mind, 

And  leave  the  Luggage  of  good  Works  behind, 

Such  Doctrines  in  the  Pigeon-houfe  were  taught : 
You  need  not  ask  how  wond'roufly  they  wrought ; 
But&re  the  common  Cry  was  all  for  thefe, 
WThofe  Life  and  Precepts  both  encourag'd  Eafe. 
Yet  fearing  thofe  alluring  Baits  might  fail, 
And  holy  Deeds  o'er  all  their  Arts  prevail ; 
(For  Vice,  tho*  frontlefs,  and  of  harden'd  Face, 
Is  daunted  at  the  fight  of  awful  Grace) 
An  hideous  Figure  of  their  Foes  they  drew,      [true ;  "^ 
Nor  Lines,    nor   Looks,   nor  Shades,  nor   Colours  £" 
And  this  Grocefquedcfign  expos'd  to  publick  View.     ^ 
One  would  have  thought  it  fome  Egyptian  Piece,         ^ 
With  Garden-Gods,  and  barking  Deities, 
&4ore  tiiick  tLan  Pta/emy  has  fluck  the  Skies.  J 

All 
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All  fo  perverfe  a  Draught,  fo  far  unlike, 
It  was  no  Libel  where  it  meant  to  flrike. 
Yet  ftill  the  daubing  pleas'd,  and  Great  and  Small 
To  view  the  Moniter  crowded  Pigeon-hall. 
There  Chanticleer  was  drawn  upon  his  Knees 
Adoring  Shrines,  and  Stocks  of  fainted  Trees ; 
And  by  him,  a  mif  fhapen,  ugly,  Race ; 
The  Curfe  of  God  was  feen  on  every  Face  : 
No  Holland  Emblem  could  that  Malice  mend, 
But  ftill  the  worfe  the  Look,  the  fitter  for  a  Fiend. 

The  Matter  of  the  Farm,  difpleas'd  to  find 
So  much  of  Rancour  in  fo  mild  a  Kind, 
Enquired  into  the  Caufe,  and  came  to  know, 
The  Pafllve  Church  had  ftruck  the  foremofl  blow; 
With  groundlefs  Fears,  and  Jealoufies  pofTeft, 
As  if  this  troublefome  intruding  Gueft 
Would  drive  the  Birds  of  Venus  from  their  Neft. 
A  Deed  his  inborn  Equity  abhor'd  j  [Word. 

But  int'refl  will  not  truft,  tho'  God  fliould  plight  his 

A  Law,  the  Source  of  many  future  harms, 
Had  banifh'd  all  the  Poultry  from  the  Farms ; 
With  lofs  of  Life,  if  any  mould  be  found 
To  crow  or  peck  on  this  forbidden  Ground. 
That  bloody  Statute  chiefly  was'defign'd 
For  Chanticleer  the  white,  of  Clergy  kind  ; 
But  after-malice  did  not  long  forget 
The  Lay  that  wore  the  Robe,  and  Coronet. 
For  them,  for  their  Inferiors  and  Allies, 
Their  Foes  a  deadly  Shibboleth  devife  : 
By  which  unrighteoufly  it  was  decreed, 
That  none  to  Truft,  or  Profit  mould  fucceed, 
Who  would  not  fwallow  firft  a  poifonous  wicked  Weed  : 
Or  that,  to  which  old  Socrates  was  curs'd, 
Or  Henbane- Juice  to  fwell  'em  till  they  burft. 

?  The 


\ 


\ 


322       POEMS  on  fever al  Occajions. 

The  Patron  (as  in  reafon)  thought  it  hard  ^ 

To  fee  this  Inquifition  in  his  Yard,  > 

By  wnich  the  Sovereign  was  of  Subjects  ufe  debarr'd.    3 
All  gentle  means  he  try'd,  which  might  withdraw 
Th'  EfFecls  of  fo  unnatural  a  Law  : 
But  flill  the  Dove-houfe  obftinately  flood 
Deaf  to  their  own,  and  to  their  Neighbours  good  ; 
And,  which  was  worfe,  (if  any  worfe  could  be) 
Repented  of  their  boafled  Loyalty  : 
Now  made  the  Champions  of  a  cruel  Caufe, 
And  drunk  with  Fumes  of  Popular  Applaufe; 
For  thofe  whom  God  to  ruin  has  defign'd, 
He  fits  for  Fate,  and  firft  deftroys  their  Mind. 

New  Doubts  indeed  they  daily  ftrove  to  raife, 
Suggefled  Danger?,  interpos'd  Delays  ; 
And  Emifiary  Pigeons  had  in  itore, 
Such  as  the  Meccan  Prophet  usM  of  yore, 
Towhifper  Counfels  in  their  Patron's  Ear ; 
And  veil'd  their  falfe  Advice  with  zealous  Fear. 
The  Mailer  fmil'd  to  fee  'em  work  in  vain, 
To  wear  him  out,  and  make  an  idle  Reign  : 
Hefaw,  but  fuffer'd  their  Protraftive  Arts, 
And  flrove  by  mildnefs  to  reduce  their  Hearts : 
But  they  abus'd  that  Grace  to  make  Allies,  "^ 

And  fondly  clos'd  with  former  Enemies  ;  ^ 

For  Fools  are  doubly  Fools,  endeavoring  to  be  wife.  ^ 

After  a  grave  Confult  what  courfe  were  beft, 
One,  more  mature  in  folly  than  the  reft, 
Stood  up,  and  told  'em,  with  his  Head  afide, 
That  defp>ate  Cures  muil  be  to  defp'rate  Ills  apply  'd  : 
And  therefore,  fince  their  main  impending  Fear 
Was  from  th'  increafing  Race  of  Chanticleer, 
Some  Potent  Bird  of  Prey  they  ought  to  find, 
A  Foe  profefs'd  to  him,  and  all  his  kind.- 

Some 
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Some  haggard  Hawk,  who  had  her  Eyry  nigh, 

Well  pounc'd  to  fallen,  and  well  wing'd  to  fly ; 

One  they  might  truft,  their  common  Wrongs  to  wreak : 

The  Mufquet,  and  the  Coyftrelweiz  too  weak, 

Too  fierce  the  Falcon  ;  but,  above  the  reft, 

The  noble  Buzzard  ever  pleas'd  me  beft  ; 

Offmall  Renown,  'tis  true  ;   for,  not  to  lye, 

We  call  him  but  a  Hawk  by  courtefy. 

J  know  he  hates  the  Pigeon-Houfe  and  Farm, 

And  more,  in  time  of  War,  has  done  us  harm  : 

But  all  his  Hate  on  trivial  Points  depends ; 

Give  up  our  Forms,   and  we  mail  foon  be  Friends. 

For  Pigeons  Flefh  he  feems  not  much  to  care  ; 

Cram'd  Chickens  are  a  more  delicious  Fare. 

On  this  high  Potentate,  without  delay, 

I  wilh  you  would  confer  the  Sov'reign  fway : 

Petition  him  t'  accept  the  Government, 

And  let  afplendid  Embafly  be  fent. 

This  pithy  Speech  prevail'd,  and  all  agreed, 
Old  Enmities  forgot,  the  Buzzard  ihould  fucceed. 

Their  welcome  Suit  was  granted  foon  as  heard, 
His  Lodgings  furnifh'd,  and  a  Train  prepar'd, 
With  B's  upon  their  Breaft,  appointed  for  his  Guard. 
He  came,  and  Crown'd  with  great  Solemnity, 
God  fave  King  Buzzard,  was  thegen'ral  Cry. 

A  Portly  Prince,  and  goodly  to  the  fight, 
He  feem'd  a  Son  of  Attach  for  his  height  : 
Like  thofe  whom  Stature  did  to  Crowns  prefer  : 
Black-brow'd,  and  bluff,  like  Homer**  Jupiter  : 
Broad-back'd,  and  brawny- built  for  Love's  delight .; 
A  Prophet  formed  to  make  a  Female  Profelyte. 
A  Theologue  more  by  need,  than  genial  bent  5 
By  Breeding  fharp,  by  Nature  confident. 
Jnt'reft  in  all  his  Actions  was  difcern'd  ; 
More  learrTd  than  Honetf,  more  a  Wit  than  leanf d  : 
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Or  forc'd  by  Fear,  or  by  his  Profit  led, 
:Or  both  coajoin'd,  his  Native  Clime  he  fled  : 
But  brougnt  the  Virtues  of  his  Heav'n  along  ; 
A  fair  Behaviour,   and  a  fluent  Tongue. 
And  yet  with  all  his  Arts  he  could  not  thrive  j 
The  mod  unlucky  i'arafite  alive. 
Loud  Praifes  to  prepare  his  Paths  he  fent, 
And  then  himfelf  purfu'd  his  Compliment ; 
But,  by  reverfe  of  Fortune  chac'd  away, 
His  Gifts  no  longer  than  their  Author  flay  : 
He  (hakes  the  Dull  againft  th'  ungrateful  Race, 
And  leaves  the  flench  of  Ordures  in  the  Place. 
Oft  has  he  flatter'd,  and  blafphem'd  the  fame  ; 
For,  in  his  Rage,  he  fpares  no  Sov'reign's  Name  : 
The  Hero,,  and  the  Tyrant  change  their  Style 
By  the  fame  meafure  that  they  frown  or  fmile. 
When  well  receiv'd  by  hofpitable  Foes, 
The  kindnefs  he  returns,  is  to  expofe  : 
For  Courtefies,  tho'  undeferv'd  and  great,  1 

No  gratitude  in  Felon-minds  beget  ;  S 

As  tribute  to  his  Wit,  the  Churl  receives  the  treat.      J 
His  praife  of  Foes  is  venomoufly  nice  ;  ~i 

So  touch'd,  it  turns  a  Virtue  to  a  Vice  :  ^ 

A  Greek,   and  bountiful,  forewarns  us  twice.  J 

Seven  Sacraments  he  wifely  does  difovvn, 
Becaufe  he  knows  Confeflion  ilands  for  one  ; 
Where  Sins  to  facred  Silence  are  convey'd, 
And  not  for  Fear,  or  Love,  to  be  betray'd  : 
Bat  he,  uncall'd,  his  Patron  to  controul, 
Divulg'dthe  fecret  Whifpeis  of  his  Soul ; 
Stood  forth  th'  accufing  Satan  of  his  Crimes, 
And  offer'd  to  the  Motocb  of  the  Times. 
Prompt  to  *  flail,  and  carelefs  of  defence, 
Invulnerable  in  his  Impudence, 

He 
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He  dares  the  World ;  and,  eager  of  a  Name, 
He  thrufts  about,  and  juftles  into  fame. 
Frontlefs,  and  Satire-proof,  he  fcow'rs  the  Streets, 
And  runs  an  Indian-muck  at  all  he  meets. 
So  fond  of  loud  Report,    that  not  to  mifs 
Of  being  known  (his  laft  and  utmoft  blifs) 
He  rather  would  be  known  for  what  he  is. 

Such  was,    and  is  the  Captain  of  the  Teft, 
Tho'  half  his  Virtues  are  not  here  exprefsrd  } 
The  Modefty  of  Fame  conceals  the  reft. 
The  fpleenful  Pigeons  never  could  create 
A  Prince  more  proper  to  revenge  their  hate  : 
Indeed,  more  proper  to  revenge,  than  fave  ; 
A  King,  whom  in  his  Wrath  th*  Almighty  gave 
For  all  the  Grace  the  Landlord  had  allow'd, 
But  made  the  Buzzard  and  the  Pigeons  proud  ; 
Gave  time  to  fix  their  Friends,  and  to  feduce  the  crowd. . 
They  long  their  Fellow- Subjects  to  inthral, 
Their  Patron's  Promife  into  queftion  call, 
A  nd  vainly  think  he  meant  to  make  'em  Lords  of  all.    . 

Falfe  Fears  their  Leaders  fail'd  not  to  fuggeff, 
As  if  the  Doves  were  to  be  difpoffefs'd  ; 
Nor  Sighs,  nor  Groans,  nor  gogling  Eyes  did  want ; 
For  now  the  Pigeons  too  had  learn' d  to  Cant. 
The  Houfe  of  Pray'r  is  ftock'd  with  large  increafe  ; 
Nor  Doors,  nor  Windows  can  contain  the  Prefs  : 
For  Birds  of  ev'ry  Feather  fill  th'  Abode ; 
E'en  Atheifts  out  of  envy  own  a  God  : 
And  reeking  from  the  Stews  Adult'rers  conae, 
Like  Goths  and  Fan  dais  to  demolim  Rome. 
That  Confcience,  which  to  all  their  Crimes  was  mute, 
Now  calls  aloud,  and  cries  to  Perfecute  : 
No  rigour  of  the  Laws  to  be  releas'd, 
And  much  the  lefs,  becaufe  it  was  their  Lord's  requeft  : 

They 
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They  thought  it  great  their  Sovereign  to  controul, 
And  nam'd  their  Pride,  Nobility  of  Soul. 

'Tis  true,  the  Pigeons,  and  their  Prince  Elect, 
Were  mort  of  Pow'r,  their  purpofe  to  effect  : 
But  with  their  Quills  did  all  the  hurt  they  cou'd, 
And  cuff'd  the  tender  Chickens  from  their  Food  : 
And  much  the  Buzzard  in  their  Caufe  did  ftir, 
Tho'  naming  not  the  Patron,  to  infer 
With  all  refpea,  He  was  a  grofs  Idolater. 

But  when  th'  Imperial  Owner  did  efpy, 
That  thus  they  turn'd  his  Grace  to  Villany, 
Not  fuff  'ring  Wrath  to  difcompofe  his  Mind, 
He  ftrove  a  Temper  for  th'  Extremes  to  find, 
So  to  be  juft,  as  he  might  ftill  be  kind  ; 
Then,  all  maturely  weigh'd,  pronounced  a  Doom 
Of  facred  Strength  for  every  Age  to  come. 
By  this  the  Doves  their  Wealth  and  State  poffefs,      f 
No  Rights  infring'd,  but  Licence  to  opprefs  : 
Such  Pow'r  have  they  as  Factious  Lawyers  long 
To  Crowns  afcrib'd ,  that  Kings  can  do  no  Wrong. 
But  fince  his  own  Donuftick  Birds  have  try'd 
The  dire  Effects  of  their  deftructive  Pride, 
He  deems  that  Proof  a  Meafure  to  the  reft, 
Concluding  well  within  his  Kingly  Breaft, 
His  Fowls  of  Nature  too  unjuftly  were  oppreft. 
He  therefore  makes  all  Birds  of  ev'ry  Sett 
Free  of  his  Farm,  with  pro  mile  to  refpect 
Their  feveral  Kin  :s  alike,  and  equally  protect. 
His  Gracious,  Edia  the  fame  Franchife  yields 
To  all  the  wild  increafe  of  Woods  and  Fields, 
And  who  in  Rocks  aloof,  and  who  in  Steeples  builds 
To  Crows  trie  like  impartial  Grace  affords, 
And  Choughs  and  Daws,  and  fuch  Republick  Birds  : 
Secur'ci  with  ample  Privilege  to  feed, 
Each  has  his  Diftridt,  and  his  Bounds  decreed  : 

Combin'd 
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CombinM  in  common  Int'reft  with  his  own, 

But  not  to  pafs  the  Pigeons  Rubicon. 

Here  ends  the  Reign  of  his  pretended  Dove  ; 

All  Prophecies  accomplim'd  from  above, 

For  Sbiloh  comes  the  Sceptre  to  remove. 

ReducM  from  her  Imperial  high  Abode, 

Like  Dionyjius  to  a  private  Rod, 

The  Paffive  Church,  that  with  pretended  Grace 

Did  her  diftindlive  Mark  in  Duty  place, 

Now  touch'd,  Reviles  her  Maker  to  his  Face. 
What  after  happen'd  is  not  hard  to  guefs : 

The  fmall  Beginnings  had  a  large  Increafe, 
>j  And  Arts  and  Wealth  fucceed,  the  fecret  Spoils  of  Peace. 
t  Tis  faid,  the  Doves  repented,  tho'  too  late, 
*'  Become  the  Smiths  of  their  own  foolifh  Fate  : 
Nor  did  their  Owner  haflen  their  ill  Hour ; 
But,  funk  in  Credit,  they  decreased  in  Povv'r  : 
Like  Snows  in  warmth  that  mildly  pafs  away, 
Diflblving  in  the  Silence  of  Decay. 

The  Buzzard,  not  content  with  equal  place, 
Invites  the  feather'd  Nimroas  of  his  Race  ; 
To  hide  the  thinnefs  of  their  Flock  from  Sight, 
And  all  together  make  a  feeming  goodly  Flight : 
But  each  have  fep'rate  Int'refts  of  their  own  ; 
Two  Czars  are  one  too  many  for  a  Throne. 
Nor  can  th'  Ufurper  long  abftain  from  Food  ; 
Already  he  has  tailed  Pigeons  Blood  : 
And  may  be  tempted  to  his  former  Fare, 
When  this  indulgent  Lord  (hall  late  to  Heav'n  repair, 
Bare  benting  times,  and  moulting  Mflnths  may  come, 
When,  lagging  late,  they  cannot  reach  their  home  ; 
Or  Rent  in  Schifm  (for  fo  their  Fate  decrees) 
Like  the  tumultuous  College  of  the  Bees, 
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They  fight  their  Quarrel,  by  themfelves  oppreft  ; 
The  Tyrant  fmiles  below,  and  waits  the  falling  Feaft. 

Thus  did  the  gentle  Hind  her  Fable  end, 
Nor  would  the  Panther  blame  it,  nor  commend  ; 
But,  with  affedled  Yawnings  at  the  clofe, 
Seem'd  to  require  her  natural  Repofe  : 
For  now  the  ftreaky  Light  began  to  peep  ; 
And  fetting  Stars  admonim'd  both  to  fleep. 
The  Dame  withdrew,  and,  wifliing  to  herGuefl 
The  peace  of  Heav'n,  betook  her  felf  to  reft. 
Ten  thoufand  Angels  on  her  Slumbers  wait, 
Witji  glorious  Vifions  of  her  future  State. 


An    E  S  S  A  Y    upon    SATIRE. 
By  Mr.  Dryden,  and  the  Earl  of  Mulgrave. 

HO  W  dull,  and  how  infenfible  a  Beaft 
Is  Man,  who  yet  would  Lord  it  o'er  the  reft  ? 
•Philofophers  and  Poets  vainly  ftrove 
In  every  Age  the  lumpim  Mafs  to  move  : 
But  thole  were  Pedants,  when  compar'd  with  thefe, 
Who  know,  not  only  to  inftruct,  but  pleafe. 
Poets  alone  found  the  delightful  way, 
Myfterious  Morals  gently  to  convey 
In  charming  Numbers  ;  fo  that,  as  Men  grew 
Pleased  with  their  Poems,  they  grew  wifer  too. 
Satire  has  always  fhone  among  the  reft, 
And  is  the  boldeft  way,  if  not  the  beft, 
To  tell  Men  freely  of  their  fouleft  Faults, 
To  laugh  at  their  vain  Deeds,  and  vainer  Thoughts. 
In  Satire  top  the  Wife  took  different  ways, 
To  each  deferving  its  peculiar  praife. 

Some 
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Some  did  ail  Folly  with  juft  (harpnefs  blame, 

Whilfl  others  laugh' d  and  fcorn'd  them  into  mame. 

But,  of  thefe  two,  the  laft  fucceeded  beft, 

As  Men  aim  righteft  when  they  moot  in  jeft. 

Yet,  if  we  may  prefume  to  blame  our  Guides, 

And  cenfure  thofe,  who  cenfure  all  befides ; 

In  other  things  they  juftly  are  preferr'd  ; 

In  this  alone  methinks  the  Ancients  err'd  : 

Againft  the  groffeft  Follies  they  declaim  ; 

Hard  they  purfue,  but  hunt  ignoble  Game. 

Nothing  is  eafier  than  fuch  blots  to  hit, 

And  'tis  the  Talent  of  each  vulgar  Wit  : 

Befides,  'tis  labour  loft ;  for  who  would  preach 

Morals  to  drmftrong,   or  dull  Afton  teach  ? 

'Tis  being  devout  at  Play,  wife  at  a  Ball, 

Or  bringing  Wit  and  Fiiendfhip  to  Whitehall. 

But  with  fharp  Eyes  thofe  nicer  Faults  to  find, 

Which  lie  obfcurely  in  the  wifeft  Mind  j 

That  little  fpeck,  which  all  the  reft  dees  fpoil, 

To  warn  off  that  would  be  a  noble  toil  j 

Beyond  the  loofe-vvrit  Libels  of  this  Age, 

Or  the  forc'd  Scenes  of  our  declining  Stage ; 

Above  all  Cenfure  too,  each  little  Wit 

Will  be  fo  glad  to  fee  the  greater  hit ; 

Who  judging  better,  though  concern'd  the  moft> 

Of  fuch  Correction  will  have  caufe  to  boaft. 

In  fuch  a  Satire  all  would  feek  a  lhare, 

And  every  Fool  will  fancy  he  is  there. 

Old  Story-tellers  too  muft  pine  and  die, 

To  fee  their  antiquated  Wit  laid  by  ; 

Like  her,  who  mifs'd  her  Name  in  a  Lampoon, 

And  grieved  to  find  her  felf  decay'd  fo  foon. 

No  common  Coxcomb  muft  be  mentionM  here ; 

Not  the  dull  train  of  dancing  Sparks  appear  j 

Nor 
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Nor  fluttering  Officers,  who  never  fight ; 

Of  fuch  a  wretched  Rabble  who  would  write  ? 

Much  lefs  half  Wits :  that's  more  againfl  our  Rules  j 

For  they  are  Fops,  the  other  are  but  Fools. 

Who  would  not  be  as  filly  as  Dunbar  ? 

As  dull  as  Monmouth,  rather  than  Sir  Carr  ? 

The  cunning  Courtier  fhould  be  flighted  too, 

Who  with  dull  Knavery  makes  fo  much  ado ; 

Till  the  flirewd  Fool,  by  thriving  too  too  faft, 

Like  jEfofs  Fox,  becomes  a  Prey  at  laft. 

Nor  fliall  the  Royal  Milirefles  be  nam'd, 

Too  ugly,  or  too  eafy  to  be  blam'd ; 

W7ith  whom  each  rhiming  Fool  keeps  fuch  a  pother, 
They  are  as  common  that  way  as  the  other  : 

Yet  faunteringC£ /  between  his  beaftly  Brace, 

Meets  with  diflembling  {till  in  either  place, 
Affec~led  Humour,  or  a  painted  Face. 
In  Loyal  Libels  we  have  often  told  him, 
How  one  has  jilted  him,  the  other  fold  him  : 
How  that  affec~ls  to  laugh,  how  this  to  weep  ; 
But  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  he  can  fleep  ? 
Was  ever  Prince  by  two  at  once  mif-led, 
Falfe,  foolifti,  old,  ill-natur'd,  and  ill-bred  ? 
Earnely  and  Aylef—-ry,  with  all  that  race 
Of  bufy  Blockheads,  fhall  have  here  no  place  ; 
At  Council  fet  as  foils  on  D  •       's  fcore, 
To  make  that  great  falfe  Jewel  mine  the  more  ; 
Who  all  that  while  was  thought  exceeding  wife. 
Only  for  taking  pains  and  telling  lies. 
But  there's  no  medling  with  fuch  naufeous  Men ; 
Their  very  Names  have  tired  my  lazy  Pen : 
Tis  time  to  quit  their  Company,  and  choofe 
Some  fitter  fubjeft  for  a  fharper  Mufe. 
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Firft,  let's  behold  the  merrieft  Man  alive 
Againft  his  carelefs  Genius  vainly  ftrive  ; 
Quit  his  dear  Eafe,  fome  deep  defign  to  lay, 
'Gainft  a  fet  time,  and  then  forget  the  day  : 
Yet  he  will  laugh  at  his  beft  Friends,  and  be 
Juft  as  good  Company  as  Nokes  and  Lee. 
But  when  he  aims  at  Reafon  or  at  Rule, 
He  turns  himfelf  the  beft  to  ridicule. 
Let  him  at  bufmefs  ne'er  fo  earneft  fit, 
Shew  him  but  Mirth,  and  bait  that  Mirth  with  Wit ; 
That  fhadowof  a  Jeft  {hall  be  enjoy 'd, 
Though  he  left  all  Atfankind  to  be  deftroy'd. 
So  Cat  transform'd  fat  gravely  and  demure, 
Till  Moufe  appear'd,  and  thought  himfelf  fecure ; 
But  foon  the  Lady  had  him  in  her  Eye, 
And  from  her  Friend  did  juft  as  odly  fly. 
Reaching  above  our  Nature  does  no  good  ; 
We  muft  fall  back  to  our  old  flem  and  blood. 
As  by  our  little  Macbiavel  we  find 
(That  nimbleft  Creature  of  the  bufy  kind) 
His  Limbs  are  crippled,  and  his  Body  {hakes ; 
Yet  his  hard  Mind,  which  all  this  buftie  makes, 
No  pity  of  its  poor  Companion  takes. 
What  Gravity  can  hold  from  laughing  out, 
To  fee  him  drag  his  feeble  Legs  about, 
Like  Hounds  ill-coupled  ?  Jowler  lugs  him  (till 
Through  Hedges,  Ditches,  and  through  all  that's  ill. 
'Twere  Crime  in  any  Man  but  him  alone, 
To  ufe  a  Body  fo,  though  'tis  one's  own  : 
Yet  this  falfe  Comfort  never  gives  him  o'er, 
That,  whilft  he  creeps,  his  vigorous  thoughts  can  foar  : 
Alas !  that  foaring,  to  thofe  few  that  know, 
Is  but  a  bufy  groveling  here  below. 
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So  Men  in  Rapture  think  they  mount  the  Sky,  J 

Whilfl  on  the  Ground  th*  intranced  Wretches  lie  :       > 

So  modern  Fops  have  fancied  they  could  fly.  J 

As  the  new  EarJ,  with  Parts  deferving  praife, 

And  wit  enough  to  laugh  at  his  own  ways; 

Yet  lofes  all  foft  Days  and  fenfual  Nights, 

Kind  Nature  checks,  and  kinder  Fortune  flights; 

Striving  againft  his  quiet  all  he  can, 

For  the  fine  Notion  of  a  bufy  Man. 

And  what  is  that,  at  beft,  but  one,  whofe  Mind, 

Is  made  to  tire  himfelf  and  all  Mankind  ? 

For  Ireland  he  would  go  ;  faith,  let  him  reign  ; 

For  if  fome  odd  fantaitick  Lord  would  fain 

Carry  in  Trunks,  and  all  my  drudgery  do, 

I'll  not  only  pay  him,  but  admire  him  too. 

But  is  there  any  other  Beaft  that  lives, 

Who  his  own  harm  fo  wittily  contrives  ? 

Will  any  Dog  that  nas  his  Teeth  and  Stones, 

Refin'dly  leave  his  Bitches  and  his  Bones, 

To  turn  a  Wheel  ?  and  bark  to  be  employ 'd, 

While  Fenus  is  by  rival  Dogs  enjoy'd  ? 

Yet  this  fond  Man,  to  get  a  Stateim^n's  Name, 

Forfeits  his  Friends,  his  Freedom,  and  his  Fame. 

Though,  Satire  nicely  writ,  no  humour  flings 
But  thofe  who  merit  praife  in  other  things ; 
Yet  we  mull  needs  this  one  Exception  make, 
And  break  our  Rules  for  folly  Tropes  fake ; 
Who  was  too  much  defpis'd  to  be  accus'd, 
And  therefore  fcarce  deferves  to  be  abus'd ; 
Rais'd  only  by  his  mercenary  Tongue, 
For  railing  fmoothly,  and  for  reafoning  wrong. 
As  Boys,  on  Holy -days  let  loofe  to  play, 
Lay  waggifh  Traps  for  Girls  that  pafs  that  way ; 

Then 
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Then  fhout  to  fee  in  dirt  and  deep  diftrefs 

Some  filly  Cit  in  her  flower'd  foolifti  Drefs  : 

So  have  I  mighty  fatisfadlion  found, 

To  fee  his  tinfel  reafon  on  the  Ground  : 

To  fee  the  florid  Fool  defpis'd  ( and  know  it ) 

By  fome  who  fcarce  have  words  enough  to  fhow  it ; 

( For  Senfe  fits  filent,  arid  condemns  for  weaker 

The  finer,  nay,  fometimes  the  wittiefl  Speaker ) 

But  'tis  prodigious  fo  much  Eloquence 

Should  be  acquired  by  fuch  little  Senfe ; 

For  Words  and  Wit  did  anciently  agree, 

And  Tully  was  no  Fool,  though  this  Man  be: 

At  Bar  abufive,  on  the  Bench  unable, 

Knave  on  the  Woolfack,  Fop  at  Council- Table. 

Thefe  are  the  Grievances  of  fuch  Fools  as  wou'd 

Be  rather  wife  than  honeft,  great  than  good. 

Some  other  kind  of  Wits  muft  be  made  known, 
Whofe  harmlefs  Errors  hurt  themfelves  alone  > 
Excefs  of  Luxury  they  think  can  pleafe, 
And  Lazinefs  call  loving  of  their  Eafe  : 
To  live  diflblv'd  in  pleafures  ftill  they  feign, 
Though  their  whole  Life's  but  intermitting  pain : 
So  much  of  Surfeits,  Head-aches,  Claps  are  feen, 
We  fcarce  perceive  the  little  time  between  : 
Well-meaning  Men  who  make  this  grofs  miflake, 
And  Pleafure  lofe  only  for  Pleafure' s  fake ; 
Each  Pleafure  has  its  price,  and  when  we  pay 
Too  much  of  Pain,  we  fquander  Life  away. 

Thus  D et,  purring  like  a  thoughtful  Cat, 

Married,  but  wifer  Pufs  ne'er  thought  of  that : 
And  firft  he  worried  her  with  railing  rhime, 
Like  Pembroke's  Maftives  at  his  kindeft  time  ; 
Then  for  one  Night  fold  all  his  flavifh  Life, 
A  teeming  Widow,  but  a  barren  Wife ;' 
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Svvell'd  by  Contact  of  fach  a.  fulfom  Toad, 
HeiuggM  about  the  matrimonial  Load  ; 
Till  Fortune,  blindly  kind  as  well  as  he, 
Has  ill  reftor'd  him  to  his  Liberty  ; 
Which  he  would  ufe  in  his  old  fneaking  way, 
Drinking  all  Night,  and  dozing^all  the  Day  ; 
Dull  as  Ned  Howard,  whom  his  brifker  Times 
Had  fam'd  for  dulnefs  in  malicious  Rhimes. 

Mul we  had  much  ado  to  fcape  the  fnare, 

Though  learn'd  in  all  thofe  Arts  that  cheat  the  Fair : 

For  after  all  his  vulgar  Marriage-mocks, 

With  Beauty  dazzled  Numps  was  in  the  Stocks ; 

Deluded  Parents  dry'd  their  weeping  Eyes, 

To  fee  him  catch  his  Tartar  for  his  Prize  : 

Th'  impatient  Town  waited  the  wifli'd-for  change, 

And  Cuckolds  fmil'd  in  hopes  of  fweet  revenge  ; 

Till  Petwortb  Plot  made  us  with  forrow  fee, 

As  his  Eflate,  his  Perfon  too  was  free  : 

Him  no  foft  Thoughts,  no  Gratitude  could  move; 

To  Gold  he  fled  from  Beauty  and  from  Love  ; 

Yet  failing  there  he  keeps  his  Freedom  Hill, 

Forc'd  to  live  happily  againft  his  Will: 

'Tis  not  his  Fault,  if  too  much  Wealth  and  Pow'r 

Break  not  his  boafted  Quiet  every  Hour. 

And  little  Sid.  for  Simile  renown'd, 
Pleafure  has  always  fought  but  never  found : 
Though  all  his  Thoughts  on  Wine  and  Women  fall, 
His  are  fo  bad,  fure  he  ne'er  thinks  at  all. 
The  Flefti  he  lives  upon  is  rank  and  flrong, 
His  Meat  and  Miftreffes  are  kept  too  long. 
But  fure  we  all  miftakc  this  pious  Man, 
Who  mortifies  his  Perfon  all  he  can  : 
What  we  uncharitably  take  for  Sin, 
Are  only  Rules  of  this  odd  Capuchin ; 

For 
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For  never  Hermit,  under  grave  pretence, 

Has  liv'd  more  contrary  to  common  Senfe ; 

And  'tis  a  Miracle,  we  may  fuppofe, 

No  naftinefs  offends  his  fkilful  Nofe; 

Which  from  all  Stink  can  with  peculiar  Art 

Extracl  Perfume,  and  Effence  from  a  F — t  : 

Expecting  Supper  is  his  great  delight ; 

He  toils  all  Day  but  to  be  Drunk  at  Night  : 

Then  o'er  his  Cups  this  Night-bird  chirping  fits, 

Till  he  takes  Hewet  and  Jack  Hall  for  Wits. 
Rocb —  r  I  defpife  for  wan>  of  Wit, 

Though  thought  to  have  a  Tail  and  Cloven  Feet ; 

For  while  he  Mifchief  means  to  all  Mankind, 

Himfelf  alone  the  ill  Effeds  does  find : 

And  fo  like  Witches  juftly  fuffers  Shame, 
Whofe  harmlefs  Malice  is  fo  much  the  fame. 

alfe  are  his  Words,  affected  is  his  Wit ; 
So  often  he  does  aim,  fo  feldom  hit ; 
To  every  Face  he  cringes  while  he  fpeaks, 
But  when  the  Back  is  turn'd  the  Head  he  breaks : 
Mean  in  each  Action,  lewd  in  every  Limb, 
Manners  themfelves  are  mifchievous  in  him  : 
A  Proof  that  Chance  alone  makes  every  Creature, 
A  very  Killig — w  without  good  Nature. 
For  what  a  BeJ/us  has  he  always  liv'd, 
And  his  own  Kic kings  notably  contriv'd  ? 
For  ( there's  the  Folly  that's  Hill  mixt  with  fear) 
Cowards  more  Blows  than  any  Hero  bear ; 
Of  fighting  Sparks  fome  may  their  Pleafures  fay, 
But  'tis  a  bolder  thing  to  run  away  : 
The  World  may  well  forgive  him  all  his  ill, 
For  every  Fault  does  prove  his  Penance  Hill : 
Falfly  he  falls  into  fome  dangerous  Noofe, 
And  then  as  meanly  labours  to  get  loofe  ; 

A  Life 


336        POEMS  on  fever al  Occqfions. 

A  Life  fo  infamous  is  better  quitting, 

Spent  in  bafe  Injury  and  low  fubmitting. 

I'd  like  to  have  left  out  his  Poetry ; 

Forgot  by  all  almoft  as  well  as  me. 

Sometimes  he  has  fome  Humour,  never  Wit, 

And  if  it  rarely,  very  rarely,  hit, 

'Tis  under  fo  much  nafly  rubbifh  laid, 

To  find  it  out's  the  Cinder- woman's  Trade; 

Who,  for  the  wretched  Remnants  of  a  Fire, 

Muft  toil  all  Day  in  Ames  and  in  Mire  : 

So  lewdly  dull  his  idle  Works  appear, 

The  wretched  Texts  deferve  no  Comments  here  ; 

Where  one  poor  Thought  fometimes,  left  all  alone, 

For  a  whole  Page  of  Dulnefs  muft  atone. 

How  vain  a  thing  is  Man,  and  how  unwife 
E'en  he,  who  would  himfelf  the  moll  defpife  ! 
J,  who  fo  wife  and  humble  feem  to  be, 
Now  my  own  Vanity  and  Pride  can't  fee. 
While  the  World's  Nonfenfe  is  fo  marply  ihewn, 
We  pull  down  others  but  to  raife  our  own  ; 
That  we  may  Angels  feem,   we  paint  them  Elves, 
And  are  but  Satires  to  fet  up  our  felves. 
I,  who  have  all  this  while  been  finding  Fault, 
E'en  with  my  Mailer,  who  firfl  Satire  taught  5 
And  did  by  that  defcribe  the  Tafk  fo  hard, 
It  feems  flupendous  and  above  reward ; 
Now  labour  with  unequal  force  to  climb 
That  lofty  Hill,  unreach'd  by  former  time : 
Tisjuft  that  I  fhoulcUp  the  Bottom  fall, 
Learn  to  write  well,  or  not  to  write  at  all. 

2 'be  End  of  the  FIRST  VOLUME. 
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